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CHAPTER I 


ifr 


OF the smaller cathedrals in England none is more beautitul 
than Carminster, and none, surely, more felicitously peaceful. 
For many centuries, indeed since the days of Bishop Feda, who 
flourished in the Renaissance period, Carminster hasbeen 
almost without a history. The Reformation and the Elizabethan 
settlement of Church affairs descended quietly on Carminster 
scarcely disturbing the placid life of the place. The Civil War 
passed^ by, and it may fairly claim the singular distinction 
of being the only church of any size in England in which 
Cromwell’s troopers did not stable their horses, who ^f ained 
glass was not shattered by iconoclastic Puritans. Dean has 
fucceeded dean, and dwelt for his allotted span, usually a very 
lone span, in the fine old Deanery, pacing in scholarly leisure 
the g wide slope down to the river, passing morning and evening 
through the ^gateway which leads into the cloisters and thence 

^Canonfreridenfia^, four of them, have succeeded each other, 
inheriting pleasant houses in the close the ^^rri/m ca'io/ c- 
onmi of the ancient charter. The Bishop fives some miles 
away in the splendid seclusion of Calverton Castle, and this 
fac/does much to secure the peace of Carminster. A bishop_ 1 

a potentate whose rights and P™ ile 8 e * lives miles 

th(W of deans and chapters. But a bishop who lives miles 

awav is seldom troublesome. Even now, when motor transport 

Tswit and cheap, it is difficult for disputants who hve ten 

Most as fortunate 

35 ‘ tS rrred h r h TheTe e ,s m n C o n co1, "any r^Tcs of ,t, 
rd e ffiere7rno lt one T ter 1 ffiou g h, of estabiishing a factory 
in it It huddles, or perhaps one should say nestles, a fit 
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place of slender profit if it were not for the Americans who 
come in hired Daimler cars to remark on the ‘ cunningness ’ 
of both cathedral and town. Powell, a wise man, has not 
wasted money in modernizing his inn. He realizes that though 
Americans like baths and central heating, they prefer atmo¬ 
sphere; and atmosphere, since the ‘Mitre’ dates from the 
reign of Queen Elizabeth, is easily-supplied, and is much cheaper 
than either baths or heating. 

There are, jostling each other in the narrow streets, eight 
dealers in antique furniture. Neither the dean nor any of the 
four canons is likely to buy antique furniture, having as much 
of such stuff as their houses will hold. These dealers, like 
Mr. Powell, depend for their trade on Americans and other 
visitors who come to see the cathedral. There are other shops, 
a grocer or two, a modest though old-established wine merchant, 
a bookseller, and a butcher (who inhabits a small side street 
well out of sight) to supply the wants of^the dean, the four 
canons, several minor canons, some lay vicars, a band of vergers, 
the visitors to the 4 Mitre ’, and—there is considerable eagerness 
to secure this trade—the great new house in Carminster 
Park. 


The house in the Park, Carminster Chase, was built in 1923 
by Lord Carminster, one of the new men of immense wealth, 
whom the tempest of the war period flung up, precious flotsam 
and jetsam, on the beach of English society. A puzzled 
monarch, acting constitutionally on the advice of a grateful 
and hopeful Prime Minister, made Tom Lyon an earl. Tom, 
having paid heavily for his title, felt that he was free to choose 
his new name. He chose Carminster, because he had once 
been a choir-boy in the cathedral and had received the educa¬ 
tion of which he made such good use in the cathedral school. 
Whenever he made a speech in Carminster or the neighbour¬ 
hood, he used to say that lie was not in the least ashamed of 
having been a choir-boy and was very proud of 4 the old 
school'. : his spirit, a pride which aped humility, made the 

earl very popular. .The newness of the mansion he built in 
place of an old. greatly-dilapidated manor-house, was forgiven 
him even in Carminster, where newness is an almost un¬ 
pardonable sin. 

c f 1 g ined [ urther popularity by his generosity to the 

Si slab, ‘ shed ’ onc after the other, three valuable 

a sw^hTtESw ° 01, a . nd T each occasion the dean made 
a speech of thanks, saying that the fortunate boys who held the 

scholarships ought to take Lord Carminster for their example 

and inspiration in life, using opportunity—on one occasion 
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the dean said redeeming the time—as the pious donor had 
usfid l iis 

Dean Grosvenor did not like making this kind of sp e f h - 
and in his heart believed that the boys would be better: and 

happier if they did not follow in the steps of {-? 1 * J 

But the dean was largely under the control of his daughter, and 
Miss Grosvenor realized that nice things ought to be sa 1 abou 
generous benefactors. It was Miss Grosvenor who wrote ou 
these speeches for the dean. She submitted them for »PP rova ' 

to the P archdeacon, who was chief of the , 

canons. He agreed with Miss Grosvenor about the speeches 

so the dean, only daring to modify them very slightly, e ve 

,h l2'rd Carminster’s next gift was an enormous processional 
cro* a "of pure sflver, richly jewe.led designed by a 

see j~ 

very^turdy^form, " r^conn&t^the 

sBSE^Srewsps 

Plll§§ls 

and is enclosed in a snri b y archdeacon complained 

« -“a 3 

were also at one in their dislike of_® ,s P and al , and had 
tradition said, designed If he did design it 

SeCupids 5 and Venuses F^^fal^a 


poem was in Latin, but even that did not excuse the bishop. The 
archdeacon felt, and Miss Grosvenor felt even more strongly, that 
there ought not to have been a tawny-haired Chloe, and that on 
her account, even if for no other reason, the bishop’s tomb and 
shrine ought to occupy a less prominent position. 

The tomb and shrine were duly moved, with some ceremony, 
and the bill was paid by Lord Carminster. The dean gave his 
consent most unwillingly. He hated moving anything in the 
cathedral, and had, besides, a private liking for Bishop Feda. 
The dean was a student of medieval Latin lyrics. He admired 
the poem about Chloe as a piece of literature, though he dis¬ 
approved, as he was officially bound to disapprove, of the lady. 
The archdeacon and Miss Grosvenor wanted to deposit the offen¬ 
sive tomb in the crypt, where it would seldom or never be seen. 
But abbut this the dean suddenly and obstinately asserted him¬ 
self. He refused to consent to the total banishment of Bishop 
Feda. In the end, after an acute controversy, the tomb, shrine 
and all, was set up in the aisle at the south end of the high altar. 

The removal, transference, or translation took place in 1924, 
and in the same year there was another event which excited the 
dean, chapter, and staff of the cathedral even more than the 
removal of the tomb. 

Scarcely any benefactor is entirely disinterested. There is 
generally something looked for in return even by the most gener¬ 
ous donor. Lord Carminster, who did so much for the dean and 


chapter, wanted the dean and chapter to do something for him. 
It was a small thing. In 1923, shortly after the presentation of the 
processional cross and while the discussion about Bishop Feda’s 
tomb was going on, the oldest and most venerable of the cath¬ 
edral vergers died. The immediate result was that Carson, a 
slightly younger man but almost equally venerable, became the 
dean’s verger. Every other verger gained a step upwards in the 
hierarchy of vergerdom, and there was a vacant place at the 
bottom of the scale. Lord Carminster put forward a man called 
Hill for the post. No one knew exactly why Hill wanted it, for 
he was Lord Carminster’s valet, and that surely is a position of 
tnore honour and profit than a junior vergery. It was whispered 
tiiat Lord Carminster wanted to get rid of the man because he 
was too clever and too energetic to be a comfortable valet. 
Brains, a disadvantage in a valet, who might easily come to 
understand\his master’s affairs too well, are no drawback 
to a cathbdjal verger. In that profession there is little or no 

opporQltfty for the use of brains, which are therefore of no 
disadvantage to their possessor.* 

The dean and chapter without hesitation appointed Hill to the 


vacant post. The other vergers, especially Carson, resented the 
intrusion of an outsider. But nobody paid any attention to them. 
Whether there is a strong trade union among ver g® r f°r whether 
they ought to hold diplomas from some college of ecclesiastical 
procedure is not known. All that is certain is that the appoint¬ 
ment of an unqualified non-unionist is resented by vergers ever\- 

where, and was felt bitterly in Carminster. Hramaticallv 

The opposition to the appointment was soon and dramatically 

iustified P There was a sensational burglary at the Chase and Lady 

Carminster’s emeralds were stolen. They were immensely valu- 

“t of no sentimental interest. Lord Carminster was not he 

kind of earl who possesses family jewels, and l he f^ n / f X n . 
had been bought only a few years before. They were tuny 
sured so the only people deeply interested m the matter were the 
unforiunat ? It wasVtheir urg»t «au«t ^ W 
Hodson was brought down from Scotland Yard to investigate 
crime He succeeded in catching the criminals, among the 
the ringer of the gang'-was Hill, 

SSd rJKS 52 i J5 

They had watched him, indeed spied on him They joyiu y g 
Hod'son information which led to the: armst of Hdi and the oaf. 

d U eSri^ S i a n SS t 0 he “ewspaperl 1 ‘ exemplary \ W got seven 

C^mtosterr«^vedWsnKmey^d^oughfmoreemeralds. The 
insurance “ m P/ n y S n U t er'ato the tot excitement had worn off, 

tion of their cathedral, spo ess Th arc hdeacon, who 

tomb and the scandal, suffered 

had an almost morbid horr . Miss Grosvenor. A 

more than any one else ex PP^ £ ^ a burg i a r. There is 
cathedral verger very seldom u Ptween the two professions, 
a certain rather piquant u2£dale of the 

• The newspapers, ahve to heaven-sent subject for 

archdeacon qtoered with disgust every time 


that he saw the words ‘ cathedral convict ’, ‘ crime in the Church , 

* verger-burglar condemned One 4 detestable rag the words 
were the archdeacon's—even published an article headed, Are . 
the Movies Responsible for All the Crime ? What about Cath¬ 
edrals ? ’ Miss Grosvenor, like the archdeacon, suffered severely, 
and it was noticed by her friends that two wrinkles appeared on 
her neck during the trial. The dean, who was getting very old, 
shut himself up more and more with his books and began a 
translation, into English verse, of some of the lesser-known 
medieval lyrics. 

The public interest in the affair did not last long. Public 
interest never lasts long. The Carminster scandal died out of 
memory; but the archdeacon, Miss Grosvenor, and perhaps 
Carson, the dean's verger, could not wholly forget it. There 
remained in them a soreness, a scar, a sense of disgrace which 
not even the passing of many years would wholly obliterate. 


CHAPTER II 

Potatores exquisiti , 

Licet sites sine siti. . . . 

9 

THE dean stared at the words, stroking his upper lip gently with 
the end of his pen. 4 Consummate drinkers ’. That was Miss 
Waddell’s translation and the dean appreciated its merits. 

To you, consummate drinkers, 

Though little be your drought, 

Good speed be in your tankards, 

• And send the wine about. 

That was good, very good. Miss Waddell had caught both the 
spirit and the lilt of it. Yet the dean was not quite satisfied. That 
word exquisiti. It was a delightful epithet and wholly unexpected 
when applied to roistering drinkers. 4 Consummate ’ was not a 
satisfying translation. There ought to be a better word, a perfect 
word, if only it could be found. The dean frowned thoughtfully 
and rubbed his upper lip across and across with the blunt round 
end of his fountain-pen. 4 O rare delicious drinkers.’ No. That 
missed the sense of full-mouthed copiousness. 4 Rare ’ and 
‘ delicious ’ suggested the feelings of a connoisseur with a bottle 
of vintage port in front ot him, not the joyous quaffing of the 
Singers in their tavern. 4 Ye reckless, merry topers.’ But that 
would not do either. Exquisite does not mean either reckless or 
merry. There is something fine about the word, a touch of the 
spirit of the pagans who held Bacchus to be a god. The dean 


squeezed his upper lip tightly against his teeth and his frown 

deepened. What was the word ? 

The door of the room opened gently and his daughter came in. 
The dean sighed and quickly turned over the pages of the book 
in front of him. When his daughter reached him and glanced 
over his shoulder the book was opened at another Latin 
‘poem of quite a different kind: ‘ O quanta, qualia, sunt ilia 

sabbata .’ . , 

That poem has been translated many times, since Neales 
version of it found a place in 4 Hymns Ancient and Modern 
4 Oh what the joy and the glory must be ! ’ The dean had no 
particular wish to translate it again. But it he was to be caught 
by his daughter reading medieval Latin lyrics he preferred to oe 
caught reading a hymn rather than a drinking song. It is not of 
course wrong for a dean to read a drinking song. It is not even 
wrong to appreciate the spirit of it and to enjoy the abandoned 
lilt of the verse. But Dean Grosvenor was aware that his 
daughter would regard ‘ consummate drinkers ’ with serious dis- 
approval. She would think of them as vulgar creatures and the 
study of their works as-well, a dean is styled ‘ Very Reverend 
and Theodore Grosvenor was Dean of Carminster, one ol tpc 
most beautiful of our English cathedrals. 1 The Very Reverend 
the Dean of Carminster.’ ‘ To you, consummate drinkers. The 
two things do not go together harmoniously. Sybil Grosvenor 
the dean's daughter, would be conscious of an unpleasant 

d> And Sybil Grosvenor was capable of forming an opinion of her 
own on such a subject. She was not a parson’s-daughte r of t he 
meek domestic kind, interested chiefly in house-linen and the bad 
behaviour of Dicky Smiles in Sunday School. After four years 
at Somerville, Sybil took a brilliant First Class in Classics a rare 
achievement for a girl. She could read without the slightest 
difficulty the book of poems before her father, and was classic 
enough U> despise the medieval latinity as whole-heartedly as she 

disliked the spirit of the songs. . fpmale 

With the chance, indeed the certainty, of becoming a female 

don, she deliberately, out of pure sense of duty, left Oxford ,™ 
herself off from the mild delights of scholarly society, and came 

home to look after her father and to ‘run his dca " er )' f ° T * 
She did both with cool efficiency, and, since she was a yo ^ 
woman of abundant energy, took an active and influential pait 

in running the cathedral, with the aid of the archd ^°"; h 
tended by nature to be the head of an institution, she felt that_ she 

was rather wasted in Carminster. But that was a feeling to which 
she never gave expression, and indeed sternly repressed, consoling 


herself when it came upon her with a repetition of Keble’s lines 
about 4 the daily round, the common task 

Unfortunately for himself, and perhaps a little unfortunately 
for Sybil, the dean did not like a house which is 4 run He pre¬ 
ferred the kind which ambles quietly, where nothing is very 
highly polished, and meals are served unpunctually. Nor did he 
think that his cathedral ought to be 4 run A cathedral in a 
great city, St. Paul’s, for instance, ought perhaps to be spurred 
into a perpetual gallop in order to keep well abreast of the swift 
steeds of modem life, if such a thing is possible. That might be 
so. Dean Grosvenor had no views about the proper management 
of such places as St. Paul’s. About Carminster Cathedral he had 
a very clear opinion. It stood in a little town amid a wide ex¬ 
panse of peaceful, rural land. It ought—yes, ought—in his own 
mind the dean was certain about this—Carminster ought to loiter, 
lagging a little behind the trampling regiments of progress. But 
Sybil thought that Carminster ought to be 4 run ’. And the arch¬ 
deacon, by far the most influential member of the chapter, agreed 
with her. Therefore the cathedral was 4 run though the dean, 
a dead weight rather than an active force of opposition, delayed 
the progress. 

But chiefly the dean disliked being ‘ run ’ himself. Sybil had 
her way with the house and a good deal of her way with the 
cathedral, but she never succeeded in making her father what a 
dean ought to be. Up to a certain point he satisfied her. With 
his silky white hair aqd his thin, ascetic face, he was, beyond 
dispute, the most picturesque dean in England. His attendances 
at the cathedral services were regular and reverent. No dean ever 
walked with more gracious dignity behind a verger carrying a 
silver mace. But Sybil wanted more. She wanted a Dean of Car¬ 
minster who made influential speeches in the Church Assembly, 
who carried weight in Convocation, who published from time 
to time treatises on the Apostolic Succession, and the bearing df 
that doctrine on the validity of sacraments. These things Dean 

Grosvenor obstinately refused to do. He was growing old_very 

old. He hated public meetings, and especially hated deliberative 
assemblies. He had long ago discovered the worthlessness of 
scholarly treatises. He liked his own study. He liked his 
medieval lyrics. He refused to recognize-though the thing was 
clear enough to Sybil and the archdeacon-that his fondnefs for 
quiet and for ancient drinking-songs, was a sign that his mind 

ways^fUfe 8 ' ^ that ** ^ required g uidin g aIon g ** 


4 1 was talking to the archdeacon for 
song,’ said Sybil. 

f \ 


a few minutes after even- 


The dean was very sorry to hear it, though he did not venture 
to say so. Sybil’s talks with the archdeacon usually meant 
trouble for him. 

Sybil waited a moment before she announced the subject ot her 
conversation. She glanced at the book on the table in front of 
her father and saw that it was open at ^.belard’s Vesper Hymn. 
Sybil was forced to admit that this was a thoroughly suitable 
subject for a dean’s study. Yet she would have been more 
satisfied if her father had been reading, or, still better, writing, a 
treatise on Anglican Orders. Abelard’s hymn is pious, no doubt, 
in a wild mystical way. But then there had been that unpleasant 
affair with Helolse. If Sybil had been a less refined woman than 
she was she would have sniffed at the/ O quanta qualm . Being 
what she was she only pressed her lips together for a moment 

before she opened them to speak again. , 

‘ We were talking about Mr. Cresswood, she said. ^ 

‘ Ah,’ said the dean. ‘ Cresswood, poor Cresswood t 
‘ Mr Cresswood is becoming a scandal, said Sybil. 1 ne 

archdeacon says so, and I quite agree with him ’ 

It was scarcely possible even for the dean to disagree with he 
archdeacon and Sybil about Cresswood. A cathedral ( 
that was the post held by Mr. Cresswood—ought to be above 
reproach. A little eccentricity may perhaps be tolerated, for, 
after all, an organist is, or ought to be, a musician, and therefore 
not quite as sane as an archdeacon is. But Cresswood was worse 
than^eccentric. The man drank too much-far t°o mueh-and 
everybody knew it. The thing was as bad as it could be. There 
were y stories, told profanely by choir-boys, of empty whisky 
bottles found in the organ-loft. There was no gettntg away from 
the fact that Cresswood’s life was scandalous. 

‘ Poor fellow ! Poor fellow ! ’ said the dean. 

Now the dean ought not to have spoken in that way. No dean 

ought to. Perhaps no dean would unless he had just been trying 
to* translate a medieval drinking-song Was .Cresswood a 
‘ notator exquisitus ’, a ‘ consummate drinker . He could 
certainly play the organ. Drunk or sober, and P erha P s ^ 1 ^ 
when drunk, he could make music. Whatever was said and should 
be said about the empty whisky bottles in the organ-loft the 

m And'the dSn had another reason, a strictly private reason, for 
feeling tenderly towards Cresswood. The man could not only 
nlav the or a an • he understood, or showed some signs oi under- 
P o the dean’s translations of the medieval Latin lyrics. 
Tte S Lad shown him a lyric, done into English verse. 
^" thing he had so far aciomphshed. He showed ,t to 


Cresswood in order to find out whether it would be possible to 
find a tune, a singable melody for such verses. And Cresswood, 
amazingly, had understood, had promised to do his best, was 
perhaps actually at that very moment, while Sybil voiced the 
archdeacon’s feelings, composing a tune, conceived in the spirit 
of the Church’s ancient plain-song, but as scurrilous—Sybil 
would certainly call it scurrilous—as the words were. 

‘ Something will have to be done about Cresswood,’ said Sybil 
firmly, 4 and done at once. That was what the archdeacon said 
this afternoon, and I quite agree with him.’ 

The dean knew that something must be done, though he hated 
the idea of doing it. The 4 something ’ thus vaguely indicated 
bv the archdeacon would be very difficult to do. A cathedral 
organist is not a housemaid, to be dismissed at a month’s notice, 
at the whim of her mistress. He has a certain security of tenure. 
He holds a position from which it is exceedingly difficult to dis¬ 
lodge him. Even a resolution, passed unanimously by the entire 
chapter, calling for his resignation, might be ineffective if the 
organist chose to ignore it. No doubt in the end the Law could 
be called to the aid of the Church when a man's life is so plainly 
scandalous as Cresswood's; but proceedings in courts of law are 
very odious. 

4 1 wish,’ said the dean plaintively, 4 that you wouldn’t attack me 
about these things after dinner in the evening. I do think, Sybil, 
that I am entitled to a little peace and quietness after dinner.’ 

4 Poor father,’ said Sybil. 4 1 am sorry' for you; but you know 
that you’d hate it just as much if I spoke to you about Mr. 
Cresswood after breakfast, or just before luncheon, or at tea.’ 

The dean was a just man and recognized the truth when he 
heard it. There was no hour of the day or night at which he 
would have been willing to talk about Mr. Cresswood’s insobriety. 

4 Why doesn’t the archdeacon speak to me about it himself? ’ 
he said. 

The archdeacon could not get at him between 9 and 10 o’clock 
at night in the study in the Deanery', where he was pleasantly 
occupied in finding a translation for 4 exquisitus ’ applied to a 
heavy drinker. The archdeacon could only tackle him personally 1 
at set times, and that would not be nearly so bad as having his 
evening spoiled. ’ b 

The archdeacon is going to speak to you to-morrow,’ said 
Sybil; 4 but .wc both thought it would be better if I had a word 
with you firsts 

I dtrrt t see ■why, said the dean. 4 1 don’t see why it’s better 
that my work should be interrupted in this way, just when I had 

settled down .quietly for the evening’ 

. ’ 14 


‘ I’m so very sorry, father,’ said Sybil, ‘ but it really seemed to 
be my duty. If I did not speak to you, you might not listen 
to the archdeacon. Don’t you understand that we must try to 
make you realize how serious the position is ? 

The dean, a just man, even when annoyed, saw that. Sybil's 
clear sense of duty and her ruthless performance of it were admir¬ 
able things. He even felt, with a humility rare in deans, that he 
ought to-be more faithful to duty than he was. 

Yet there it was, the thing he particularly disliked, the assump¬ 
tion that it was necessary for Sybil and the archdeacon to make 
him see what he could perfectly well sec for himsell, though he 
did not like it when he saw it. This was treating him as if his 
mind was giving way, as if senile decay was creeping on him. He 
was perfectly convinced that his mind was not giving way. He 
could find a better translation for ‘ exquisitus ’ than the arch¬ 
deacon could—if, indeed, the archdeacon could find a transla¬ 
tion at all, being a man of affairs and slightly contemptuous ot 

SC ^so you will think it over, father, won't you ? Think it over 

before the archdeacon sees you to-morrow.’ 

‘ I’m not the least likely to be able to think of anything else 

to-nipht.’ said the dean. „ . ., r 

Sybil who knew her father very well, was not at all afraid ot 

his spending a sleepless night, tossing to and tro, tormented bv 

thoughts ofa lawsuit with a drunken organist She hoped and 

surely it was a good thing to hope, that he would be prepaied the 

next ^day to consent to the archdeacon’s demand for defini e 

action. With this hope in her heart she gave her father a gentle 

little kiss and bade him good night. 

The dean turned from Abelard’s endless Sabbaths back to the 
drinking-song. But he turned back vainly. He could not regain 
his lost delight in the exquisite drinkers. All he could do was to 
wish petulantly and quite vainly, that Sybil would marry and 
leave him in peace. Unfortunately, an old rhyme-the dean had 
a taste for such things, Latin or English—came into his mind. 

Miss Buss and Miss Beale 
Cupid’s" darts do not feel. 

He knew all about Miss Buss and Miss Beale. They were> two 
of the earliest of our great race of schoolmistiesses, and Sybil 
was very like them. There was no chance of her ever feeling 
Cunid’s^dartS. If she ever married at all she would make a 

calmly suitable match when she was forty or forty-five. B ? ‘ hat 
time the dean would be dead and would gain nothing by it. 
What a pity ft was that the archdeacon had a wife already or- 


the dean sometimes had queer, unorthodox fancies—what a pity 
it was that neither Church nor State allows men like the arch¬ 
deacon to have two wives, one for domestic use, to be loved and 
cherished, the other purely official, to be respected and admired. 

Sybil would make a splendid official wife for an archdeacon. 
The dean closed his book and got up. On a peg on the door of 
his study hung a long black cloak, worn over his surplice when, 
preceded by his verger with a silver mace, he made his progress 
morning and evening to the cathedral. He slipped on his cloak 
and went out. He crossed the Deanery lawn and passed through 
a little gate into the cloisters. The cathedral was locked for the 
night. The dean let himself in with his own key by a door set in 
a corner of the south transept, a door of which he and some 
privileged members of the staff had keys. He felt a longing for 
the great dark spaces, the solitude, and the utter silence of a vast 
building at night. There surely, if anywhere, he would find peace 
from the harassing worries which for some of us are far harder 
to bear than life's greater evils. 


CHAPTER III 

THE cathedral when the dean entered it was dark, as he expected 
it to be. A faint glimmer of light, the dim glow of a night in June, 
showed through the clerestory windows; but down below, among 
the pillars and arches of the nave, beyond the screen where the 
choir-stalls were, and upwards to the high altar, the darkness was 
complete. 

The cathedral was also cool and empty. No sightseers 
wandered, staring curiously at tombs or monuments, as they did 
all day. No congregation was gathered for worship anywhere. 
After the verger on duty, thankful to get home to tea, turned the 
key in the door, no one could get into the cathedral except the 
dean himself and a few members of the staff who possessed keys 
of the little door which the dean had used. 

But the cathedral, though dark and empty, was not silent. 
Cresswood, one of the favoured few who possessed a key of the 
door in the south transept, was playing the organ, playing without 
knowing that he had any audience, and therefore solely for his 
own delight. Cresswood always played well. Even when, at the 
instigation of the archdeacon, he played the meretricious tunes of 
sentimental hymns, he played as few other men can. No one—at 
all events neither the archdeacon nor Sybil-guessed the con- 

? f his s P irit - He P la y ed "*11 too when, also 
at the lhstiga m of the archdeacon, he gave short recitals after 


evensong on Sundays. A short organ recital was, according to 
the archdeacon, a suitable thing to have in a cathedral on Sunday 
afternoon, after evensong. Sometimes he stopped and listened to 
it himself, and when he did Cresswood made as much noise as he 
could on the organ, for he knew that the archdeacon liked noise. 
But Cresswood played best when he played at night by himself, 
unaware that he had any audience. Indeed, he never had an> 
audience except the dean, who had a habit of wandering into 
the cathedral late at night, and counted himself fortunate if he 
happened to be there when Cresswood was playing. 

It was whispered among the cathedral staff, and said aloud by 
profane people, that Cresswood played best when he was slightly 
drunk. The dean had for some time suspected that Cresswood 
only visited the cathedral by himself at night when he had been 
drinking more than usual. That perhaps, along with the absence 
of unappreciative audiences, accounted for theexqmsitenessof 
his playing, in the dark, when the dean alone heard him. Lx- 
auisUe was just the word for the music at these times. The dean, 
moving softly through the dark, felt that exquisitus did sometimes 
go harmoniously with potator. Cresswood was, alas, a drink.r, 

hut Cresswood’s music was exquisite. 

The dean passing under the heavy screen, made Tj ,s way east- 
waxdtowardf the high altar, and took his seat beside the shrine 

Wh £haT wheX b rd f CaS.er11 made his offer opposed 

‘b^^'f^t^choirH'HH^had^iven way^n^he'end^bcSluse 1 ^ 

“ d m ?d ungracious'to rSSX&tr of sS generous a benefactor 
But he had stood firmly against the archdeacon s plan of hiding 
the shrine in the crypt. The dean had a liking for the memory of 
RkhnnTeda a liking which gathered strength because the arch¬ 
deacon and Sybil bo S th strongly disapproved of the ** f ‘ S 

not to be supposed that Dean Grosvenor, a man of pious life, 

approved of ?he tawny-haired Chloe and the old Blsho P s ac¬ 
tion for her He passed no judgment at all on that episode. H 

epitapn F t omb, and the tawny-haired Chlo^ 

Sair.vA's.wxRSs 

Hear the blessed mutter of the mass 
And see God made and eaten all day long. 
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That was, apparently, the wish of Bishop Feda wiiwi he chose 
the site of his tomb, and if the coming of a new race of churchmen 
of severer faith had cut him off from these consolations, at least a 
glimpse of the high altar ought to be preserved for him. And it 
was preserved, thanks to Dean Grosvenor’s firm insistence, that 
the tomb should be moved no farther than the south aisle. 

The dean sat down beside the shrine and listened to Cress- 

4 i 

wood’s playing. It may have been the music, made by an 
organist who drank too much, or it may have been the Cupids, 
the Venuses, and the luxuriant ornament of the shrine, or it may 
have been the devil. Whatever it was the dean found himself 
thinking with sympathy of Bishop Feda—a way in which no dean 
ought to think. 

Dean Grosvenor was a product of Oxford scholarship and the 
chaste piety of the English Church. Bishop Feda belonged to an 
age when men were intoxicated with the re-discovery of the glory 
of life and the greatness of the world. Yet, while Cresswood 
played, the dean thought tenderly of Feda and his shrine. He 
even remembered without moral indignation the scandalous tale 
of the bishop’s affection for the lady whom he called Chloe. The 
little song he wrote about her, a song never published, but to be 
found under lock and key in the cathedral archives, pleased the 
dean. The bishop had given orders that Chloe should be laid 
with him in his shrine when he died. But that impiety had, 
apparently, been too glaring even for the generous ecclesiastics 
of those days. The bishop lay in his shrine. Chloe’s dust, so it 
was understood, had long ago mingled with common earth in 
unconsccrated, or very slightly consecrated, ground. 

A strange fancy came to the dean, the result no doubt of 
Cresswood’s music. It seemed to him that the old bishop had 
come to life again, that he was leading Chloe by the hand up the 
choir towards the high altar, that the pair moved forward in a 
sort of stately dance, and, still dancing, genuflected to the altar, 
before they turned aside to enter the shrine. The sound of the 
organ went rippling among the arches of the long colonnade, 
soared to the dim windows of the clerestory. Notes followed 
each other trippingly among the canons’ stalls with their pin¬ 
nacled canopies. Cresswood was, indubitably and most im¬ 
piously, playing a dance, an ancient dream of a dance, like 
that toccato of Galuppi’s which Browning made immortal: 


,'5, e u ? r , de l ad ' v °men with such hair too. 

. wiiat s become of all the gold ? 

Fulva conies, the gold hair or tawny hair of poor outcast Chloi 
outcast but reclaimed at last bv her bishop lover 
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Ought a dean, a modern English dean with a daughter who 
has been to Somerville, ought he to enjoy such imaginings . 
Perhaps not. At all events Dean Grosvenor did not enjoy them 
for very lone. The music, and with it the imaginings, came to a 
sudden end There was a crash, wild discord, the shrieking of a 
hundred notes at once. The notes of a whole keyboard, of three 
keyboards, had been pressed down at the same moment, and the 
air rushed through the pipes, wailing, howling, groaning, a stoim 

of violent discord. , 

Cresswood had apparently fallen forward, arms outstretched, 

chest pressed forward, head drooped, right across the keyboa 
of the organ. The dean pressed his fingers into his ears to s! 

• out the horrible sounds. But no stopping of his ears was of 
much avail against the torrent of noise. The dean stood up and 
strode down the choir towards the screen. He was a g y * 
bitterly ashamed. His immediate desire was to get out of the 
cathedral as quickly as possible, away from the hideous sounds 
and the more q hWeo y us Jus, of them He shrank from any con 
' tact with Cresswood. It was an offence against all decency, 
against religion itself, that the man should be sprawling drunk 

aid unconscious across the keyboards of the organ. 

' The dean neither could nor would do anything himself but 
through his rage and disgust he realized that something must be 
done 6 The wretched man could not be left there all night The 

dr The dean’s mind was quickly made up. His verger, George 
Carson lived cl'ose at hand. He should be sent to drag the un¬ 
conscious Cresswood from the organ-loft. He must get him 

s-r. 

Sr* 

,0 Th“t as the dean was passing under thescreentheno^ 
suddenly stopped There was adrawnjt 

mm pss 


the miserable Cresswood had retained consciousness enough to 
put an end to the worst effects of his offending. 

The dean passed on. It would still be necessary no doubt to 
send Carson to the rescue of the organist, but at all events the 
desecration of the cathedral silence had ceased. Then there 
reached the dean’s ears a fresh noise from the organ-loft. There 
were footsteps, slowly moving, dragging steps. There was a 
sound of bumping as if some one were moving clumsily, tripping 
over things and knocking against corners. The dean hurried on. 
It seemed clear to him that Cresswood had awakened, more or 
less, to a sense of his position. He was trying to get out of the 
organ-loft down the winding stairs which led to it. The dean 
hurried to the door in the south transept by which he had 
entered the cathedral. An encounter with a drunken Cresswood 
would, he felt, be a horrible experience. Better let the man make 
his own way home as best he could, tripping and stumbling. It 
would not be necessary after all to send Carson. Indeed, it 
would be better not to send Carson. It would be better that no 
one, except the dean himself, should know what had happened.' 

The dean reached the door and paused for a moment. The 
noise of movement in the organ-loft was still plainly audible. 
Cresswood had not yet, apparently, attempted to descend the 
stairs. The dean passed through the door and shut it behind him. 
Cresswood might fumble with the lock when he got to it. The 
dean, his anger now dominating his disgust and shame, felt that 
Cresswood ought to be left to himself, without help from Carson 
or any one else. 

The dean went along the cloisters and through the gateway to 
his own lawn. His mind was fully made up about Cresswood. 
The archdeacon and the immaculate Sybil were perfectly right. 
The man must go, and go at once. There might be trouble and 
publicity. There might conceivably be a lawsuit, if Cresswood 
were fool enough to fight for his position. At the moment, so 
angry was he, the dean actually welcomed the thought of 
publicity. There might be scandal, but he would like, actually 
like, to tell the story of what had happened in the cathedral so 
that the utmost shame should come to Cresswood. 

The dean reached his study. There on his table lay the book of 
medieval lyrics, 0 (,en at the drinking-song of the potatores 
exquisifi. The dean shut the book with a slam. There was 
nothing e. uuisite about any drinkers. The whole thing was 
degrading and abominable. At that moment the dean, though 
ordinarily a man of balanced mind, would have given his assent 
to a measure ot prohibition more drastic than anything conceived 
by any American Methodist Synod. That, of course, then and 


there, in the Deanery at 11 p.m. was impossible. It_«a■ ™P 0S 

sible to take any immediate steps for the re ™°™ of 

from his post. But there was something which the dean could 

d °^Uer Ce in the evening he had been annoyed with Sybil when 
she interrupted his reading to urge the necessity of dism.ssmg 
Cresswood He had snubbed her, so far as D ^n Grosveoor ever 
snubbed anv one. He owed her an apology, and, such was the 
dean’s conscience he felt that he could not sleep quietly until 

Sybil had a hundred activiti , ry . . the p rcpara tion 

as a social seroce, ever^ j f ht before q she had sat np late over 

of tables and statistics. 1 h g County Organizers of 

the figures supplied by jh V 1 ^ ^ tum y of the offenders 
Women s Institutes ^ ^ l l- lTed ChIoes 0 f these later days. 

against social punt), the ) competent fashion 

™"p W.S5 hoped, S, bright,, SjM era” 

completed her tables of"statistics. .. ^ er entered the room. 

he did, but with far ^ which Tepre^ented the 

numtas rn^iigor dimLhu/ofLial impurities, mentally 
de ^t'syb!lfAou'gh n sh™had U reached^a^criUcal calculation when 
with ^bright snSe*of welcome, a well-cultivated smile which she 

had ready for all emergencies-, ^ dean _. but j thoug ht I’d 

wl\he he ibhto»nXu.Uything- f and with the archdeacon 
about Cresswood. We must get rid of him. 


‘ I’m so glad that you feel that, father, dear,’ said Sybil. ‘ I 
was sure you would, once you thought the matter over.’ 

Nothing could have been more dutiful than the tone in which 
she spoke. There was not the faintest hint in her voice which 
suggested that she was congratulating herself on her wisdom in 
speaking firmly to her father earlier in the evening. Yet the dean 
felt that she and the archdeacon would certainly think that they 
had insisted and prevailed. He could almost hear the archdeacon 
saying: ‘ The poor old dean ! One must take a strong line with 
him nowadays.’ It was almost more than he could bear. For 
one moment he thought of changing his mind again and saying 
Crcsswood must be given another chance. 

1 All the same,’ he said, ‘ Cresswood is a musician. We’re not 
likely to get any one else who can play as well as he does.’ 

He also thought, but did not say: ‘I shall never again find an 
organist capable of seeing how plain-song melodies can be 
adapted to drinking-songs.’ 

4 It’s much better—much, much better,’ said Sybil, 4 to have a 
man who lives respectably, even if he can't play as well as Mr. 
Cresswood.’ 


4 1 suppose so,’ said the dean, with a little sigh. • 

4 And now,’ said Sybil, 4 I really must say good night. Go to 
bed at once, father. You look tired. I'll just finish these figures 
before I go. To-morrow I’ll see the archdeacon and tell him that 


you'll take immediate steps about Mr. Cresswood.’ 

The dean's anger was already cooling. Perhaps Sybil’s manner 
helped to cool it. Her entire self-possession and the fact that she 
was invariably right on every subject had before then cooled 
many passions in many people: It was an odd thing, but after 
his few words with Sybil the dean was conscious of an awakening 
sympathy with the wretched Cresswood. He was certainly less 
anxious than he had been to plunge into a struggle to dismiss the 
man. 


1 d much rather, he said. 4 that the archdeacon took any 
S,C P S dlat must be taken. You and the archdeacon can manage 
the matter between you. I’m sure you’ll do it far better than I 
should. Of course I’ll sign any papers you bring me and do 
anything else that’s absolutely necessary.’ 


CHAPTER IV 


r eVC / da y on Sundays at 10.30—matins is 
A 8 t Q ,? l min u Ster Cathedral with due dignity. 

9.45 the choir-boys, having passed through the troubles of 
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the fifth stroke of the clock Dennis intones a preliminary prayer, 
and the choir-boys, their faces like the faces of cherubs in heaven, 
sing 4 Amen Exactly as they utter the last note the organ begins 
to play, and the procession, led by an inferior verger with a silver 
wand, moves off. At the end of it comes the dean, Carson, with 
a silver wand, stalking in front of him. 

On the morning after the dean’s unpleasant experience in the 
cathedral these things happened just as they always do, always 
have for the last four hundred years, and, it is to be hoped, 
always will. Dennis reached his place without funning and 
remembered not to whistle on the way. The clock struck, and at 
the fifth stroke he intoned the familiar prayer in the beautifully 
clear voice which won him the position of precentor, and has 
done much, even in the archdeacon’s judgment, to atone for his 
irreverent habits. The 4 Amen ’ was sung and then—then 
nothing more happened. The organ did not begin to play. * 
The choir and clergy stood in embarrassed silence. It was 
enormously to the credit of the boys that they refrained from 
giggling. Only Tom Hodson, a leading boy, and the winner of 
one of Lord Carminster's scholarships, threw a glance full of 
meaning to his friend Jimmy Bent. Dennis, as precentor, was 
responsible for the boys’ behaviour. He saw the gleam in Tom 
Hodson's eyes and the answering flicker in Jimmy Bent’s. He at 
once suspected that some mischief was being silently planned. 
But it is impossible to rebuke a choir-boy for the expression of 
his eyes, and there was no sign of any attempt to whisper. 

Carson, the dean's verger, scowled. Dennis looked up out of 
the corners of his eyes towards the organ-loft, and then looked 
round at the junior verger and winked. Fortunately the arch¬ 
deacon, who had shut his eyes while he frowned, did not see the 
wink. The dean gave a shivering little sigh. Every one knew, or 
suspected, what had happened. Cresswood had been making a 
night of it, so the choir-boys put it in their own minds. Cress- 
wood had exceeded again, so the archdeacon phrased it to him¬ 
self. Cresswood, how'ever you expressed the cause of i was 
plainly unfit to perform his duly. The organ was silent. 

Shall we proceed ? ’ It was the archdeacon who spoke. 
Proceed without the organ ? ’ 

The dean nodded. 


The procession moved off into a silent, organless cathedral. 

The dean found himself wondering, as he followed Carson-anc 
the mace whether the exquisite drinkers of the medieval sons 
ever found themselves unable to sing matins next morning. Hi 

" rfr i e ° ry ' hat the au ^, ors of those »ngs, the love sonls ant 
the drinking-songs as well as the hymns, were monks or minoi 
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ecclesiastics of some sort. If so they must have had duties, the 

singing of matins probably among them. 

The want of the organ did not interfere with the orderly pro¬ 
gress of matins. The Carminster choir was perfectly well able to 
sing, even to sing a complicated Te Deum or an anthem, without 
an instrument to help them. On certain days of the week, since 
organists, like housemaids, must have an afternoon off occasion¬ 
ally, the choir was accustomed to find its own notes and to sing 
without accompaniment. With the help of Dennis, who had a 
sure sense of pitch, there never was any difficulty about it. Theie 
was none that morning. But, though the singing was exfidtent, 
the service was not all that it should have been. It is an un¬ 
pleasant thing to record about a cathedral staff, but the truth 
ought to be told. Everybody was thinking of something el>e, 
nofffie words of psalmsYr p/ayers. The choir-boys were agree¬ 
ably excited. There would, so they anticipated, be a row.^ Rows 
usually gathered round them, their behaviour or 
These rows, though exciting were unpleasant This t me the 
storm centre of the row would be, not a choir-boy but Cress 
wood This promised thrills without unpleasantness. 

Dennis his voice as clear and sweet as ever, was also thinking 
of Cresswood. He had a natural sympathy with all offenders, a 

fondness for black sheep as such, which set him 
whether anything could be done to save Cresswood from the 
extreme penalty of his evil ways. He doubted whether mercy 

^"pooi -11 o/d Cresswoodmurmured, while the ar ^ d ^ n , 

read the first lesson, ‘ has just about put the lid on i this to^ 
The archdeacon’s meditations were less amiable, but he found 
a certain satisfaction in the thought that it would1 no togerbe 
nossible for the dean to shirk the duty of getting rid of Cresswood. 
Thedeanlmew that he would at last be forced to take strong 
action but he was by no means happy about it. He tried in vain 
m r^Dtme his an£y mood of the night before. Then, as he 
remembered he Sd have been perfectly willing to cover 
Cresswood with disgrace and to inflict any suffering or loss on 
th^man Now, in ffis morning-after temper, he was by no means 
eager for ven^nce. From his stall he faced east and could just 
^ pinion Feda its gilded ornaments and carved 

Iffilbtatfwondering helplessly how the 
mat bishop would have dealt with Cresswood. The tawny 
Sd Aloe-the dean felt sure of this-would have pleaded for 
mercy for the offender. These Chloes are sinners themselves and 
theyare generally inclined to be merciful to other prodipi s. This 
S their one virtue. Would the bishop have listened to 
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Chloe’s pleading ? That was doubtful. Of sin Bishop Feda was 
no doubt tolerant enough, but would he have forgiven an offence 

against decorum ? .. 

Carson, settled in his seat below the dean’s stall, his silver mace 
beside him, his long gown draped round his knees, was thinking. 
But who can guess at the thoughts of a dean’s verger ? There are 
beings so eminent in dignity, so absorbed in their own stateliness, 
that all human emotions pass them by and no thought of any 
kind ever troubles them. There are only a few of these men in 
the world, and they find felicity when they succeed in obtaining 
the post of dean’s verger. Dennis, glancing round him while the 
choir-boys were expressing a wish for the wings of a dove, saw 
with wonder, the unvexed steadfastness of Carson’s face. Here 
was calm, While all round was excitement, trouble, and perplexity. 

Matins came to its appointed end at last. Carson, his mace on 
his shoulder, led the dean from the cathedral. In the cloisters 
the archdeacon approached him. 

4 1 should like,’ he said, 4 to have a word with you, dean, if you 


can spare the time.’ 

The dean sighed. From the cloisters, as he followed Carson 
and the mace, he could see his daughter Sybil coming from the 
south door of the cathedral. She also would want a word with 
him, and the dean knew what these words would be. Cresswood 
must go. The dean bowed to the inevitable, but even bowing 
does not make the inevitable pleasant. 

The choir-boys returned to their song school and got rid of 
their cassocks, surplices, and angel faces all at once. They were 
no longer—for five glorious hours would not again be—cherubs. 
By a merciful ordinance they had a whole quarter of an hour— 
sometimes it was twenty minutes, sometimes only ten. That 
depended on the length of the psalms and the lessons. For a 
quarter of an hour or thereabouts they might run and shout in ' 
their playground before they went back to their schoolroom and 
the dreary business of learning Latin grammar. 

Dennis watched them go. It was his business to see them safe 
out of the cathedral and to make sure that their progress through 
the cloisters was orderly and not unduly noisy. After that, when 
they reached their playground, they passed under the control of 
another minor canon, the master of the cathedral schoolv Dennis, 
himself a young man with a good deal of the spirit of a boy in 
him, sympathized with the natural desire to shout, whistle, clatter 
on the stone pavement of the cloister—indeed, make any kind of 
noise, excSinging, which possessed the boys. But Dennis had 
a sense ot ciuty. He never turned a blind eye to undue scamper- 
ings or _ ^eaf ear to shrill cries. Watching the boys critically he 


noticed that only twelve of them left the Song School. There had 
been fourteen at matins. Two of them had slipped back into the 
cathedral, and Dennis, with his quick, intuitive sympathy with 
the boyish mind, knew that they were up to mischiel of some sort . 
Except for the purpose of doing something wrong no boy would 
remain in the cathedral longer than he was forced to. Dennis 
knew who these two boys were. One was Jimmy Bent, a natur¬ 
ally mischievous urchin of twelve years old. The other was Tom 
Hodson, the son of a retired London policeman of the C.I.D 
who had done his share of tracking criminals and settled down m 
Carminster. Hodson, the father, was a Nonconformist, with a 
vigorous dislike to the cathedral, but Tom, the boy, had a voice 
so sweet and desirable that he was ottered one ot Lord Car 
minster’s new scholarships. Hodson, the father, was tne sarm, 
detective officer who had tracked down the bur g^s vv h o took 
Lady Carminster’s emeralds. When his pension became duei he 
retired to Carminster, the original home of his wife. HbN 
conformist principles did not oblige> him c. refuse the offer of a 
scholarship in the cathedral school for his son, but the tact tha 
he accepted it increased his original bitterness. Tom became ^ 
choir-boy not unwillingly. He knew that with a vo.ee like Ins 
must sing somewhere, and on the whole preferred anthems in t e 
cathedral to very tuncy hymns in the Methodist chapel. But th~ 
father’snonconforming instincts were strong in the boy Rue 
were to him what rubrics were to his father, abhorrent. It the 
was anything wrong dor*, Tom Hodson was sure to be either 

the doer or the instigator of those who did. . 
h Dennis noticing that Tom Hodson and Jimmy Bent had not 
left the cathedralf felt certain that they were doing somethin 
C 1 wis nuite right The boys had conceived the idea ol 

3 a vitiuo me or^ toft. The/knew the stories, whispered 

in ^the*school, of whisky bottles found 

whisky bottles by no means empty brought in Mr. cresswoou s 
pocket emptied during lessons, sermons, and other interludes of 
organ-playing. This seemed a golden opportunity of discovering 
thf actual truth of such tales. Slipping out through a side doo 
nf the Son* School, the boys made their way into the Lad 
Chapel Dodging behind pillars, passing swiftly over open spacer 
whenthe head of the verger on duty was turned theotherway, 
they reached the screen and the winding'steps which led to> th 

SSl'isbfisa csisazz 

looking for them. 



‘ He’s dead, sii\ He’s dead ! ’ said Tom Hodson. 

‘ His neck’s broke ! ’ said Jimmy Bent. ^ 

‘ His head’s twisted something horrible.’ 

4 His eyes is wide open.’ 

* His feet’s up on the organ-stool.’ 

• Stop shouting,’ said Dennis, ‘ and tell me what’s happened. 
Here, Tom, you’re generally the more sensible of the two. What 
are -you talking about ? ’ 

4 It’s Mr. Cresswood, sir,’ said Tom. ‘ He’s dead, sir.’ 

4 In the organ-loft,’ said Jimmy. 

4 It’s no wonder he didn’t play this morning, sir. He couldn't, 
seeing as how he’s dead. Could he, sir ? ’ 

Dennis took the boys by their arms and led them over to some 

chairs. 

4 Sit down there,’ he said, 4 and don’t stir or speak till I come 
back to you.’ 

He ran up the stairs of the organ-loft. He did not expect to 
find Cresswood dead. There seemed no reason why he should 
be dead, no way in which he was likely to have been killed. He 
did expect to find the unhappy man very drunk indeed—so 
drunk, even at that hour of the morning, that he was lying with 
his head on the ground and his feet on the organ-stool. 

He reached the organ-loft and gasped. Cresswood was lying 
in a grotesque, it seemed an impossible, position. His head 
pushed forward horribly, rested on the edge of an oak chest, 
used for storing music, which stood behind the organ-stool. His 
body, bent nearly double from the hips, was on the ground. His 
feet, as the boys said, were on the organ-stool. Dennis stooped 
down and took one of the outstretched hands of the man. It was 
stone cold. There was very little doubt that Cresswood was dead 
and had been dead for some time. 

Dennis left the organ-loft and went back to his two boys. 

4 Tom,’ he said, 4 go off to Dr. Harrowby and tell him to come to 
the cathedral at once. Tell him that there's been a serious accident 
in the organ-loft. Then run on to the police station and ask In¬ 
spector Smallways tocome. Jimmy, you follow me to the Deanery.’ 

CHAPTER V 

THE dean, looking very old and frail, had sunk into a large chair 
near t> e window of his study. Sybil, cool and confident even in 
an emergency, but anxious about her father, stood beside him. 
The afchdeacon, a frown of perplexity and annoyance on his face, 
paced up and down in front of the dean's chair. 
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TJJXiSiffr i-rtf HOW cou.d you 

“"“hdeacon was annoyed as well as perplexed, he 

turned to Jimmy Bent. _ o , 

‘ Boy/ he said, ‘ leave the room at once. ^ ^ about ^ 

Jimmy Bent would hav ?J*J .. when t i ie archdeacon gave 
tragedy, but he was too wis | m at once and conso i e d him- 

an order. He slipped out o had not heard all there was 

self with the thought that t gj| for the other boys, 

to hear he had a fine budget g w h at mean.’ 

„ h e, P ,«. 

th °Y g ^ught he was drunk, I suppose,' said the archdeacon, 

‘ and you were perfectly right not to hart himself- 

• If I’d imagined for a moment that he d really n ^ , was 

But such a thing never occur d to went away.' 

disgusted. I went away. I did notning j he was 

The dean was babbling,hii. Sybil, moved 
responsible for Cresswoo her ex p er ience, took her 

by a feeling of pity m0 . st .,„ was a futile and almost 
father’s hand and patted't d at expressing 

useless thing to do. But byou 

‘ The dean ought to havea g , archdeacon sternly. 

‘ The dean ought to be m l >ed all had a shock. 

‘ He has had a shock-a severe shock, ^ Grosvenor . { 

think he ought to be got \ j SU ppose that the unfortunate 
suppose '-he turnedtc.Dennisti»PP about , hatr 

man really is dead ? Y ^ 9 ^ for Karro wby. He was the 

‘ Quite,’ said Denwjv minute or two no doubt to give 

nearest doctor. He U.behere nun inspector, too. 

Butts « “ od 15 

"d has been dead fo-ome hour, ^ u and 

passed *\)y oTfhe I ought to have helped htm. I 

might have saved him.’ 
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‘ Don’t be morbid, dean,’ said the archdeacon. 

‘ And by chance a certain priest came down that way,’ 
murmured the dean. 

f Surely,’ said the archdeacon, ‘ this is a most unsuitable time 
for quoting Scripture.’ 

‘ I feel like a mUrdcrer,’ said the dean. ‘ In reality I am a 
murderer.’ 


‘ Miss Grosvenor,’ said the archdeacon, this time very firmlv, 
4 the dean ought to be in bed.’ 

4 With a good stiff whisky and soda,’ said Dennis. 

Sybil disapproved strongly of whisky and soda. She also dis¬ 
approved of people who went to bed in the daytime, unless they 
had some definite and recognizable disease to which doctors 
could give a name, preferably something which came out in spots. 
To go to bed out of mere feebleness seemed to her a moral fault.' 
But it was plain that her father was not likely to be of any use 
while he sat in his chair muttering to himself, and she was accus¬ 
tomed to respect the judgment of the archdeacon in practical 
matters. She put her arm round her father’s waist and led him 
away. She did not go so far as to provide the whisky and soda 
which Dennis prescribed, but she told Redington, an aged and 

reliable butler, to bring the dean a glass of port and to sec him 
safely into bed. 

4 In my opinion,’ said the archdeacon, 4 it will not be necessary 

to say anything about this story of the dean’s having been in the 

cathedral at the time of the accident. What happened is clear 
enough.’ . rr 


4 1 suppose so,’ said Dennis. 4 Cressw-ood must have fallen 
backw-ards of! the music-stool and struck his head on the ed«e of 
the oak chest behind. That’s what it looked like, but we’ll know 
better when we hear what Harrowby has to-say.’ 

4 In any case,’ said the archdeacon, 4 whatever Harrowby says 
there s no need to mention that the dean was there. This shock 
has been too much for him. He’s a very old man, and just at 
| icsent he s not himself. Besides, even if he were in the cathedral 
and heard the tail, there is nothing to be gained by publishing the 
fact. Cresswoods death is a scandal—a grave scandal—most 
injunous to the reputation of the cathedral It would be worse, 

r rSe ’M eCaUSe r l u he i iews would s P read ft ,rt her and be given 
b reatcr publicity if the dean's story is told ’ ° 

Dennis understood that. The death of a drunken oreanist 

enouah aCt Th y P ' ayi#S h ' S instrument in th « cathedral if bad 
thatwiih I™ neWS FT rS '. °f sensation, would publish 
mo e of he P nI r : hcad - |,nes -. But they would make much 

v-s and go on publishing it for longer if they got 


hold of the picturesque story of the presence of the aged dean in 
the cathedral at the time of the tragedy. 

. ‘ A fresh scandal in connexion with this cathedral,’ said the 
archdeacon, ‘ would be disastrous.’ 

He was thinking—could scarcely help thinking—of the earlier 
scandal occasioned by the arrest of one of the vergers for burglary. 

Then Sybil came back into the study, having left her father to 
the care of Redington. The archdeacon felt sure of her support. 

‘ I was just saying to Mr. Dennis,’ he said, ‘ that we must do all 
in our power to minimize the scandal which will be occasioned by 
the death of this miserable man. It is unfortunately not the first 
time that this cathedral has suffered from unpleasant publicity. 
Mr. Dennis has not been here long enough to remember, but 
you and I, Miss Grosvenor, know ho\y very disagreeable it 
was when- I am referring to the theft ot the Carminstei 

emeralds * 

... Dennis, though he had only been a year at Carminstcr, had 
heard that story. In a small cathedral town sensational happen¬ 
ings are exceedingly rare. A first-rate burglary, arranged and 
carried out by a verger, is subject-matter of gossip for years, and 
a stranger is welcomed, because he offers a chance of telling a 
good story again. Dennis had been told about the burglary 
twenty times at least before he had been three weeks ini Car- 
minster. There was also, in addition to the burglary itself, the 
thrilling fact that the emeralds had never been lound. There 
were at least a dozen theories to account for their disappearance. 
Cautious men shook their heads over every wild guess, and said 
that nothing ever would be heard of them. Hodson, when he 
settled in Carminster, declined to commit himself to any expres¬ 
sion of opinion. It was generally believed that Hodson knew 
more than he would say, and a man of that temperament is never 
popular anywhere. Hodson, partly because of his dissenting 
hatred of the cathedral, and still more because he refused to 
gossip, was both disliked and distrusted in Carminster. The 
stories of the burglary which Dennis heard almost always ended 
with a hint that Hodson had discovered more than he told at the 

time of the trial. . 

The archdeacon and Sybil Grosvenor were probably the only 

two people in Carminster who never told the story of the burglary 
To them the memory of the dreadful scandal which followed the 
arrest of the burglar was too bitter for words. And now-they 
looked at each other with despair in their faces-now there would 
be fresh scandal even more dreadful than the last. 

‘ We know,’ the archdeacon went on, ‘ how disastrous anothei 
scandal would be. It*is absolutely necessary in the interests ol 
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the cathedral, of the Church in general, of religion itself— 
absolutely necessary to say nothing likely to give occasion for 
additional publicity.’ 

4 All the same,’ said Dennis, 4 suppressing facts in a case like 
this is a serious thing.’ 

4 Suppressing facts ! ’ said the archdeacon. 4 1 beg of you, Mr. 
Dennis, not to suggest that I am doing anything of the sort, or 
advising such a course. If the presence of the dean in the 
cathedral were of any material value in the business of eliciting 
the facts—if there were anything to be gained by repeating what 
he has just told us—I should be the first to counsel complete 
frankness at whatever cost to our feelings and the reputation of 
the cathedral. I am sure, Miss Grosvenor, that you agree with 
me.’ 

Sybil did, completely and whole-heartedly. She saw nothing 
to be gained by publishing the story of her father’s visit to the 
cathedral. She saw, too, that his conduct might be easily made to 
appear heartless. The world is far too fond of giving nicknames 
to deans. She did pot want to see her father described in the 
newspapers as the 4 Callous Dean ’. And there was that verse 
which her father had quoted from St. Luke’s Gospel about the 
priest who had passed by without succouring the wounded man. 
It would be most unpleasant if some one else hit on that verse— 
a newspaper man, perhaps. 

4 My father,’ she said, 4 is suffering from shock.’ 

4 Severe shock,’ said the archdeacon. 

4 1 don’t think,’ said Sybil, 4 that we can absolutely rely on the 
accuracy of what he says. When he has recovered-’ 

4 Exactly,’ said the archdeacon. 4 In a week or two.’ 

By that time the newspapers would be thoroughly tired of the 
subject and it would not much matter what the dean said. 

4 In the meanwhile,’ the archdeacon went on, 4 we can decide 
nothing, and should certainly say nothing until we hear what 
Dr. Harrowby has to tell us.’ 

Dr. Harrowby's report, when he made it a few minutes later, 
was brief, and, from the archdeacon's point of view, as satis¬ 
factory as any report of such an event could be. The cause of 
death was a fracture of the base of the skull. About that Dr. 
Harrowby was perfectly certain. He was almost equally certain 
about the cause of the fracture. The unfortunate organist had 
fallen backwards off the high stool on which he sat while playing 
and had struck his head violently against the edge of an oak 
chest behind the stool. 

Like every one else in Carminster, Dr. Harrowby had regard 
for the welfare and reputation of the cathedral. 
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• The fall,’ he said, ‘ might have been the result of a sudden 
fai . n Ah g ' ‘said the archdeacon, ‘ quite so. A sudden fainting 

^‘'^ia\,wa S bet^r ^^^^'^.QQ^ad^uddenly^fhinted^or 

that every one m Carmmser “ a &rminster ' s only news- 
fondness for wh ! b “ h uadc d d t0 be discreet, and no editor 

"g' ZT1 P«tly »& man. The archdeacon became 

almost cheerful. , .. . that in your opinion 

• 1 take it, then, Dr : Harrowbv fc “ y ^ 
poor CressweU fainted and then S poor fel f ow , ? 

a failure of the heart s actio' •■ ° mo st cautious profes- 

But Dr. Harrowby was a rnember ofthe^ ^ ^ J hedral 

r o n m "wa d s booing to commit himself to a definite s.ate- 

“??£ 3 £ m as a possibimy,; he said. ’ There 

mi . g OM V uite b “: quite s'o/laid the archdeacon. ‘ S.iU, he might 

ha -"rn^st be an inquest of course,’ said Dr. Harrowby. ’ I 

am sure you u J nde t r a s ‘ a . n ? h 'f t B llt in a case like this the cause of 
de^py vou said a fracture of the skull, Dr. 

H at the inquest 

W '‘‘'rhe'coroner'will"want the fullest possible information,’ said 

Dr. Harrowby. . ht] Let me see now. Mr. 

‘ Yes, yes Naturally. J* he 9 f a m certain that Mr. Clayton 
Clayton, is the coroner isn • expose 0 f unpleasant 

will have no desire for ^y.^^^pector. Smallways is a 
facts. Nor will the p eyenin P choir . H e won’t want 

member of our volunta 1 y ^ y ^ the nature of the accident 
to stir up mud needlessly. se |f death undoubted there will 

perhaps 1 m,g 

B 1 '»— f ' t « t 
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myself have an opportunity of giving a hint to Mr. Clayton. 
Perhaps if you happen to be talking to him, Dr. Harrowby——’ 

‘ I can’t possibly do that,’ said Dr. Harrowby; ‘ and if I were 
you, archdeacon, I shouldn’t try. The coroner has his duty to 
'perform, and any attempt to induce him to burke the facts—_’ 

‘ My dear Dr. Harrowby. Surely you don’t suspect me of 
wishing to influence the coroner to suppress material facts ! All 
I mean to suggest—all I ever intended to suggest—is that there 
are certain facts very injurious to poor Cresswood’s reputation 
which perhaps—I only say perhaps—need not be brought out at 
the inquest. “ De mortuis ”—you remember, Dr. Harrowby. 
Cresswood fell off his organ-stool and fractured his skull. That 
we know, and that is all we know. It can scarcely be necessary— 
I hope it won’t be necessary—to inquire whether he was under 
the influence of drink at the time.’ 

‘ WelI «’ said Dr - Harrowby, ‘ Clayton may take that view of it, 
and the police aren't likely to press him to go further. I hope he 
docs. I’m sure he doesn't want any scandal connected with the 
cathedral any more than the rest of us do. We all have the 
interests of the cathedral at heart, archdeacon. In the meanwhile 
I'll tell the police that they may remove the body from your 
organ-loft. It can be taken to the poor fellow’s own house.’ 


CHAPTER VI • 

IT is often said and sometimes lamented that jhe Church no 
onger possesses the power which once enabled her to make the 
I've* of h , er opponents very uncomfortable, or even to put an end 
1°, ' eir h f ves al . to g et her. It is, of course, perfectly true that no 
col ege of cardinals or bench of bishops can any longer put a 

?n^VT< P t \ lSOn ° r b T a Latimer; but il is a mistake to 
suppose that he power of the Church has totally disappeared 

In ^minster, for instance, men think twice and 

\ei\ carefully before they do anything likely to offend the dean 

and chapter. The little town exists mainly because of its 

cathedral. It would be much smaller than it is, certainly less 

prosperous-it might even cease to exist altogether-if the 

cathedral disappeared. The trade of the shopkeepers depends on 

ir securing the patronage of those who are connected directly 

IZtTX Wlth the Cathedra1 ' The Peonage of S3 
Inch distribute minor but much-coveted offices is influenced bv 

the v.s'hes of the cathedral authorities, whenever such wishes are 

-11 3° r CVe . n hinted Y There is therefore, widespread among 
~U c-ses, a sentiment of loyalty to the cathedral like that of thf 
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‘ Was the fracture of the skull in your opinion such an injury 
as might have been occasioned by the fall backwards off the 
organ-stool ? ’ 

The doctors were unanimous that it was, provided that behind 
the organ-stool at a suitable distance there was an oak chest with 
a sharp-edged lid. 

4 And there was such a chest ? ’ 


4 Yes.’ It was Dr. Harrowby who answered this; 4 And the 
head of the deceased rested on the lid of the chest.’ 

After that the coroner would have allowed the doctors to go; 
but there was a foreman of the juiy who wanted more informa¬ 
tion. This was Hodson, the retired London detective. Hodson, 
as a sound dissenter, deeply disliked the power and influence of 
the dean and chapter in Carminster, and took every opportunity 
—the poor man got very few—of being unpleasant to the Church. 
The inquest, and the fact that he was foreman of the jury, gave 
him his chance, and the coroner was uncomfortably aware that 
he was likely to make the most of it. 

‘ I should like to ask Dr. Harrowby,’ he said, 4 whether he has 
lormed any idea of the cause of the fall—in other words, why did 
the deceased fall backwards off the stool on which he was 
sitting ? ’ 

Dr. Harrowby had a very clear idea of the cause of the fall. So 
had everybody else. But nobody wanted to talk about that. The 
coroner would, if he could, have disallowed the question. But 
Hodson was not an easy man to snub, and his experience in 
the London police had given him a knowledge of law which the 
coroner respected. The question, once put, had to be answered. 
Dr. Harrowby fortunately was a man of resource. 

4 There are several ways in which such a fall might be accounted 
for; a sudden fainting tit, for instance, an attack of giddiness, a 
shght, possibly quite temporary, irregularity of cardiac action.’ 

The doctor rolled out his medical words with sonorous em¬ 
phasis. A ess vigorously independent man than Hodson would 
ha\e subsided at once. Even Hodson did not care to start an 

argument with a doctor about cardiac functions. But he was not 
quite defeated. 


He tried each of the other doctors in turn with his questioi 
about the cause of the fall. He took very little by his efforts 
e doctor treated him to a short lecture on what he calle< 
.ncurysmi The other became exasperatingly eloquent abou 
a vular derangement and intermittent syncope. After learnin: 

Hodson C ?vk^r aS ° rdinar y consec l uen ce of cerebral anaemia 
Hodson. wisely perhaps, gave the doctors up. 

he next witness was Carson, the dean’s verger. 
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He was, so it appeared, the last person who had seen Cresswood 
alive. His evidence was given with all the firm dignity natural to 

a man of his position. .. . , 

‘ I happened to be in the “ Mitre ” on the night of the accident 

he said. * I was there from nine o’clock till about nine-thirty. 1 

often go there of an evening for a glass of beer. There were 

several other people there that evening. Mr. Cresswood was 

there. He was talking to a gentleman whom I did not know. He 

and I left the “ Mitre ” at half-past nine or thereabouts. . We 

walked together as far as my house, where we said good night. 

Mr. Cresswood went on in the direction of the cathedral. 1 hat 

is the last time I saw him.’ . u . , .. tc 9 , 

4 Did Mr. Cresswood seem in his usual health and spirits . 

asked the coroner. . ~ ,, 

4 He seemed to me perfectly well and quite cheerful. 

4 How far is it from your house to the cathedral . 

4 About five minutes’ walk.’ . _ 

4 Is there any other house at which Mr. Cresswood m, g ht hi ^ 
called, after saying good night to you, on h.s way to the 

“Secant any other public-house in which Cresswood could 
have got more to drink. Every one knew the purpose of the 
question and every one who lived in Carminster knew what the 

^There^ no other house between mine and the cathedral, 

exceDt the residences of the canons in the close. 

' That finished the coroner’s examination. He had not asked 
whether Cresswood was sober or not, but he had succeeded in 
leaving the newspaper reporters with the impression that he was. 
Hodson, still desirous of throwing mud at the cathedral staft, 

demanded to be allowed to ask a few questions. 

4 What was the deceased drinking when you saw him at the 

“nd dr'ank no more than two glasses of beer whtle he was there 

SOTA »’ — Godson. 



brought to Scotland Yard for examination. But Carson 
possessed a shield—perhaps the only effectual shield—against 
the persistence of the nagger. His dignity was immense and un¬ 
shakable. He had not, of course, been able to bring his silver 
mace into the court with him, but even without that weapon he 
was able to overcrow Hodson. His ‘ That was all ’ was final and 
unanswerable. 

Hodson tried another line of attack. 

4 Can you give us any information about the deceased, his 
character or habits, which would throw light on his fall from the 
organ-stool ? ’ 

It he expected to get a statement that Cresswood was a heavy 
drinker he was disappointed. 

4 Mr. Cresswood,’ said Carson ponderously, 4 was, so I am 
given to understand, a superior organist and very fond of music. 
He often went into the cathedral at night to play.’ 

That was, undeniably, a reply to Hodson’s inquiry. In order 
to fall off a music-stool a man must be on it. Carson had satis¬ 
factorily accounted for the fact that Cresswood was on his stool. 
As for what happened after he reached the stool—well, the 
doctors talked about aneurysms and functional derangements. 

4 Look here,’ said Hodson, evidently annoyed, 4 what I’m 
trying to get at is this: Was he drunk or sober? ’ 

‘ Now, now,’ said the coroner, 4 that question-’ 

There was a general murmur through the court. It was felt 
that Hodson had gone too far, had shown a want of decent feel* 
ing in asking such a question about a man who was dead, who 
when alive had been a thoroughly good sort, even if inclined to 
drink too much. Only Carson appeared wholly unmoved. He 
answered the question without waiting for the coroner to finish 
his protest. 

Mr. Cresswood,’ he said, 4 was perfectly sober when he left 
me—as sober as I am now.’ 

There was a slight gasp of amazement. Carson was a credible 
witness. No one could suspect him of deliberate lying, even to 
save the honour of the cathedral. But if Cresswood were sober 
Nobody had paid much attention to the doctors’ talk, but 
perhaps after all the man's heart had failed for some unknown 

reason. Hither that or- There was the choir-boys’ legend of 

empty whisky bottles in the organ-loft. But even Hodson did 
not care to ask a question about that in open court. 

The next witness was Powell, the proprietor of the Mitre Inn, 
a stout man with pleasant manners. He confirmed the evidence 
hat Carson had given. Cresswood had two glasses of beer and 
more. He was sober when he came into the inn. He left it, 
t 38 ’ 


still perfectly sober, at nine-thirty in the company of Mr. Carson. 
While in the inn he had talked to a Mr. Bently, a stranger, who 
was spending a night in the ‘ Mitre ’. 

‘ Who is Mr. Bently ? ’ asked the coroner. 

Powell knew nothing about him except that he had come to 
Carminster that day, had engaged a bedroom m the Mitre , 
had dined there, and after dinner had gone out. He had returned 
in Mr. Cresswood’s company at about 9 p.m. He might ha\e 
been a friend of Mr. Cresswood’s. Powell knew nothing about 
that. Or he might have been one of the many casual tourists 
who came to Carminster to visit the cathedral. . 

Hodson wanted to know why this man Bently was not called 
as a witness. The coroner explained that Mr Bently had left 
Carminster by an early train for London on the morning after 

the accident. The police had given this informat !° n ; . 

knew his address, and it did not seem worth while to make a 
search for him. He could add nothing to what Carson and 

Powell had told the court. 

‘ Did he leave the “ Mitre ” that night in company w ith the 

_ . _ < i 


‘ He finished his beer, said good 


deceased ? ’ he asked. 

‘ No, he didn’t,’ said Powell, 
night to me, and went to bed.’ 

‘ H<Twas Ts^ober as a Methodist minister at a temperance 

m< The S audience 0 in the court tittered delightedly. Evcnthc 
coroner smiled. Hodson was a Methodist, and given to taking 
the chair at temperance meetings, a most objectionable foi m 
activity^ It was generally felt &t Powell had scored neatly and 

^There^re no other witnesses. Hodson was as dissatisfied 

Wi *t t si t m a s tome!’ helaid* UhaUve" ougM to hearwhat the dean 

h HlreTc"Sfhis opportunity of finally snubbing 

H ‘ The n ‘dean ’ he said, ‘ is no longer a young man. He has 
suffered afhock-a very severe shock-and is at present confined 
tombed He has, I feel sure, the sympathy of every one in tl«< 
courtf and we all hope that he will soon be restored to hea ^ 
‘ May we have this inquiry adjourned, said Hodson, 
hear what the dean can tell us about the deceased . 

The coroner was of opinion that nothing would be gained by 
zdjoLtg Z inquiry. He hazard of the dean's presence m 



the cathedral on the night of the accident. The archdeacon told 
him that, but he had not heard the dean’s story of what happened. 
The archdeacon kept that to himself, believing, as Sybil Gros- 
venor believed, that the old man’s mind had been so much 
affected by the tragedy that his statements were not to be relied 
on. The archdeacon was most unwilling to attract public atten¬ 
tion to the dean's mental condition. He was very old. He had 
in his time been a great scholar. It would be unkind and in every 
way undesirable to expose the fact that his mental powers were 
failing. The coroner, though he did not know all that the arch¬ 
deacon did, was quite sure that the dean ought not to be called 
on to appear in court. 

‘ I do not propose to adjourn the inquiry,’ he said firmly. ‘ I 
do not see that the dean can have anything useful to tell us.’ 

‘ It is desirable that we should have his evidence about the 
character of the deceased.’ 

That was Hodson again. He had been baffled by the doctors, 
by Carson, and by Powell. He thought that if he had the dean 
in the witness-box he might get from him a public admission of 
Cresswood’s drunkenness. 

‘ We have heard,’ said the coroner, ‘ that Mr. Cresswood was 
completely master of himself, in full control of his bodily and 
mental powers when he went into the cathedral. I do not see 
that further evidence about his character will aid us in determin¬ 
ing the cause of death, which indeed seems to me perfectly plain.’ 

That finished Hodson. Th$ other jurymen were as anxious as 
the coroner was to get the inquiry over without drawing public 
attention to Cresswood's failing. 

They followed the advice of the coroner, very plainly given, 
and returned a verdict of ‘ Death by misadventure ’. 


CHAPTER VII 

DENNIS, who had been present at the inquiry, left the court in 
the company of PoweU, the plump and pleasant landlord of the 

Mitre . Powell, though usually a genial man, was in a very 
bad temper. He was pleased, as every one else was, with the 
jury's verdict. He was very well satisfied with his own share in 
lac snubbing ot Hodson. But he was thoroughly disgusted with 
the persistent way in which the ex-policeman had tried to dra* 
unpleasant facts to light. * 

' That fellow Hodson,' he said, ‘ ought to be kicked. And if I 
were younger I'd do the kicking with pleasure.’ 

He looked appealingly at Dennis, who was still a young man. 
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But Dennis, though young, was a precentor, and a precentor 
cannot lightly undertake to assault a retired police sergeant. 

‘ I quite agree with you,’ said Dennis, ‘ but it wouldn’t do for 

me to take on the job.’ 

‘ Why should he want to drag up things about poor Cress- 
wood ? ’ said Powell. ‘ That’s what he was at from start to 
finish—trying to make out that Cresswood was drunk. 

. ‘ I suppose he really was sober ? ’ said Dennis. I know you 
said so, and Carson said so, and of course I believe you thought 
he was. All the same, it seems odd. Sober men don t crack 

their skulls bv tumbling backwards.’ 

‘ He was sober when he came in,’ said Powell, ‘ and all he had 

in my house was two glasses of beer. Mind you, I m not^sayi g 

that Cresswood didn’t take a drop too much sometimes He did. 

But that night he had what I said in court: two glasses of beer, 

and no more. I put it to you, Mr. Precentor, as a gentleman 

who knows the world, could a man get drunk on two glasses of 

be .He' could not. Nobody could. Certainly Cresswood 
‘ i j mnc accustomed to fer more thun tn&t# 

“•Well thal’s a 1 S had/ said Powell. • He and that fellow 
Bendy had two glasses each. Bently paid the first tune and 

C ”ftUowBent.y,’ said Dennis, ‘ was he a friend of 

Cr - e Hr°m°a d y S have been. All I know about him is that he went 

mmwm 

with his si,veyr mace on his 

shoulder. 

“he ^ ‘ He’H hack me up about Cress- 
wood's being sober if you don ? 

B ° f Powefi “ e Sed?‘H° haded Carson, who stopped 

at . Now, Mr. Carson,' he said, ‘didpoor Cresswood have more 
than two glasses of beer that n.ght m the M.tre . 



‘ He had no more than two glasses,’ said Carson. ‘ I was 
standing beside him all the time he was there, though I wasn t 
talking to him, not till we went out together. He was talking to a 
man I didn’t know all the time he was in the “ Mitre 

4 Bently,’ said Powell. 

4 Not that Mr. Cresswood was saying much,’ said Carson. ‘ It 
was the other man who did most of the talking.’ 

4 Did you happen to hear what they were talking about ? ’ 
said Powell. 

4 I’m not in the habit of listening to other people’s conversa¬ 
tions,’ said Carson with great dignity. 4 That’s a thing I wouldn’t 
do even if I could have heard what was being said. And as it 
happened I couldn’t have heard that night, for they weren't 
speaking loud. All I know is that Bently did most of the talking. 
And all Cresswood said was “ No ”, or words to that effect, as if 
Bently was asking him for something and Cresswood did not 
want to give it.’ 

4 Cresswood hadn’t much to give to Bently or anybody else,’ 
said Powell. 

They reached the door of the 4 Mitre ’ and paused there before 
Powell went in. 

4 1 dare say you know, Mr. Precentor,’ he said, ‘ that poor 
Cresswood was up to his neck in debt. He owed me a tidy sum. 

1 wouldn’t say anything about it if it was only myself. But he 
owed money to pretty nearly every one in the town. He owed a 
good lump ’—here he sank his voice— 4 to that fellow Hodson, 
though how he ever came to get money out of him beats me. I 
dare say that's what made Hodson so bitter against him after he 
was dead.’ 

4 He owed me five pounds,’ said Carson, 4 which he borrowed 
from me six weeks ago.’ ' 

4 You may reckon that lost money,’ said Powell. ‘ And now, 
gentlemen, I’ll have to say good-bye to you unless you’ll come in 
and have a glass of beer.’ 

Neither Dennis nor Cars'- n accepted the invitation. They went 
on together towards the Cathedral Close. * 

4 Look here, Carson,’ said Dennis. * Where did Cresswood 
get the drink that night? You say he was sober when he left 
you.’ 

4 I’m sure of that.’ 

4 But he was drunk when he fell off the music-stool. He must 
have been. He wouldn’t have fallen off with a crash bad enough 
to crack his skull if he hadn't been very drunk indeed. What 
bothers me is tow he managed it.’ 

4 You he,..d what the doctors said.’ 
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• I did, but I didn't believe a word of it. Nor did the doctors 

themselves. Cresswood hadn't a ^ if 

doctors would have found it out a F They’d 

they’d found out anything o t cs °* fo y r the sake 0 f scoring off 
have wanted to say so if it" as ly. 1 ^ that a fellow migh t 
that beast Hodson. But an t y f . t sort a thing 

have a syncopated aneurysm or dream of having. No. 

which a man like Cresswood wo n Cresswood must 

have been &V& -Idhe 'topp.ed off that stool. 

N ° Ther 0 e W arfstmi d es,' lt said Carson-' I don't say that 1 believe 

them, but-’ t ious I know all about those 

. • Don't be so in f er "f i he organ-loft. The choir- 

stories of empty whisky bottles in t s 

boys are ^ Carson,' would say anything. It was 

they^wfm put'd about that CTesswood had whisky in the organ- 

‘ I dare say he had, sonwttm , * , ha , doesn t 

he had, supposing he had six do , eft (he .. Mitre - together 

; always 

nine-th W ir a ty n when i r lave the" Mitre ” eveiy night I go there, 

and Cresswood left with me. house ? ’ 

‘I suppose it took you ten minutes towalk y ^ , 

‘ it-took me a quarter of an hour, l m no 
always take a quarter of an hour. , Give Cresswood 

up .0 the organ-loft.' 

‘ It would take more. Th d n was in the cathedral—I 
‘ We’ll say five minutes. Th , 
suoDOse you know that, Carson l 

'I heard it,’ said Carson^“ttoudy.^ ^ Uste ni ng to 

‘ Well, it's true. The dean ™ tenetl for some time before he 
Cresswood playing- He say bacR jn the deanery, in Miss 

heard the fall. An ^ 1 fifteen Miss Grosvenor told me that, 
Grosvenor’s room, by ten-fi ' mista kes about things of the 
and she’s not the sort who mak^rnista ^ ^ cathcdra t0 

kind. It took the deantenmir ^ ^ ^ ^ That mea ns that 

“tie soonest, 
g "steSto° his playing for some time. Will you 


tell me when Cresswood managed to get drunk ? Could he have 
done it in the time, as drunk as all that ? ’ 

4 If he had a bottle of whisky in the organ-loft,’ said Carson, 
4 and if he took a good swig as soon as he got there, and if he 
happened to take it on an empty stomach, it mightn’t affect him 
just at first, but-’ 

‘That’s a plausible theory,’ said Dennis; ‘but there's one 
objection to it. There was no whisky bottle, empty or full, in the 
organ-loft next morning. I looked. I looked pretty carefully, 
for I’d heard the stories the choir-boys tell. Mind you, Carson, I 
expected to find a whisky bottle there, and I didn’t. There wasn’t 
one, so unless Cresswood swallowed the bottle as well as the 
whisky it wasn’t that way he got drunk.’ 

4 If he didn’t get drunk that way,’ said Carson, 4 he didn’t get 
drunk at all. He was sober when he left me.’ 

But that was exactly what Dennis found it difficult to believe. 
It was not likely that Carson had lied when on oath in a coroner’s 
court. It was still more unlikely that he and Powell had agreed 
together about the lie they meant to tell. Yet it was possible that 
they had. Moved by a desire to avoid a horrible scandal which 
would have gone sounding all over England, a titbit for sensation- 
loving newspapers, they might have actually perjured themselves. 
That was unlikely, very unlikely, but possible. It seemed to 
Dennis impossible that Cresswood, while sober, should have 
fallen backwards and broken his skull. 

He felt perfectly sure that the doctors did not believe in their 
own aneurysms and syncopes, that is to say, believe that such 
things had suddenly seized Cresswood. 

4 I’d very much like,’ said Dennis, as he said good-bye to 
Carson, 4 to have a chat with that man Bently.’ 

4 You’re not likely to,’ said Carson, 4 for he left the town early 
that morning before anybody knew about the accident.’ 

But unlikely things—even very unlikely things—sometimes 
happen. Two days later Dennis had as much talk with Bently as 
he wanted. 


CHAPTER VIII 

THE sudden death of a cathedral organist, while actually engaged 
in playing his instrument, is news. Even shorn of its more thrill¬ 
ing details, Cresswood’s death was worth a short paragraph in 
4he daily pa«'*rs. Thanks to the discretion of the coroner and 
the doctor., no one outside of Carminster heard of the man’s 
unioitunate fondness for whisky, and the newspapers gave no 
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hint that he was drunk when he feU. Thanks to, the prompt 

safely to bed, and Sybil kept mm nc father’s mind, the 

anxious to do so because she suspected; that her lathe^m ^ ^ 

fine mind of a great b een too much for him. 

shock of the death in the ca , t He kept on 

She was troubled about the way h Qver ; he keybo ard, 

saying that Cressvvood ha f V ^ must havc fallen backwards, 
whereas it was perfectiy pla t n misunderstanding 

Though the that ^ had heard Cresswood moving 

his meaning, and he m ^ h £' u a lhin g that was plainly im- 
about in the organ-loft base of his skill and lay 

possible. The ™ n , h ^J n Svbi i w ho had heard all about the 
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»'>7- with syb " ,hat 
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Though the most 7^0 defn* d?lus b ions-never got into the 
the drunkenness andl the^dean Qn severa , peopl 

papers, the news itself excite dresse d and well-mannered 

^w P o days after the ***£? He presented his card to 
gentleman called at the Jean y. F 0 n thc car d, 

ledington. the butler and a ked w see^th ^ & Ben(ly , and 

in neat copperplate was 1“^tative (Special) of the Harps.- 

written underneath it, • P n< . s ; b i e for him to see the dean, who 

chord Company . 11 “a S impressed by the clothes, the 

was still in bed, but thebutlet i told Jr. Bent l y that he 

manner, and the card 0 , see m, ss Grosvenor. Sybil, like 

might perhaps be_aUowed W as interested in Church music 
every one else in Eng Publishing Company. It is, and 

had heard of the of th P e Jrgest of our 

has been for more than a cent ^ ^ ^ specia , ize d, not 

musical publishers, an ^Almost every popular Te Deum, 

unprofitably, in neural, brought 

in X, B, C, D, or any other key. na ^ ichord Company. 

out of recent years has come " lde ringly long that village 
Its list of harvest anthems be S y anxious about 

organists study ,t wrth»v f r0 Kan^rs, but the represen ta- 
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‘ You will allow me, I hope,’ said Mr. Bently, ‘ to express on 
behalf of our firm the feelings of deep regret with which we read 
in yesterday’s paper of the death of Mr. Cresswood. In our 
opinion his decease is a loss not only to the cathedral at Car- 
minster but to English music. We have too few first-rate men 
among our younger composers. Mr. Cresswood was one of the 
few. His loss will be felt—terribly felt.’ 

Sybil knew that Cresswood was a good organist. It was part 
of the loyalty to the cathedral which is strong in Carminster to 
believe that Cresswood was the best organist in Ehgland. Sybil 
also knew that before his death he had been composing tunes for 
her father’s translations of his favourite medieval lyrics. These 
might be good or bad. Sybil knew nothing about that, for she 
had never heard one. But, whatever their merits, she regarded 
them as unsuitable work for a cathedral organist, just as the 
translation of the cheerier lyrics was unsuitable work for a dean.. 
It surprised her to hear Mr. Bently speaking of Cresswood as a 
great composer. So far as she knew he had written nothing else 
except the two or three tunes for her father. But Mr. Bently, 
Representative (Special) of the Harpsichord Publishing Com¬ 
pany, must know what he was talking about. Sybil, for the first 
time, began to feel a faint respect'for Mr. Cresswood. His 
morals were deplorable; but good morals and good music do 
not necessarily go together. 

‘ But my call on you this morning,’ said Mr. Bently, 4 was not 
made solely with the intention of expressing the feelings of our 
directors, and, if I may say so, my own feelings. We have been 
given to understand—in fact, there is no reason for concealing 
the fact—we were told by Mr. Cresswood himself that shortly 
before his death he had completed, or very soon would complete, 
a composition of some importance, nothing less than a Te Deum, 
intended for cathedral choirs on occasions of national rejoicing. 
Now our desire is-’ 

Mr. Bently’s desire, which it took him some time to explain, 
was to get the manuscript of this composition before any one 
else did. The Harpsichord Publishing Company wanted to have 
the honour, and perhaps the profit, of bringing out the work. 
Mr. Bently hinted that there might be considerable profits, thus 
showing himself to be a publisher of a most unusual kind. Few 
members of the publishing profession ever expect anything except 
losses, and musical publishers lose more steadily and more largely 
than their fellows who deal with books. The profits, admitted as 
possible by Mr. B. itly, would be divided, so Mr. Bently said, in 
any way the dean tnought proper. « 

They might go to the cathedral or to the representatives of Mr, 
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Cresswood or-indeed to any one except the Harpsichord Pub 
lishing Company. Sybil was greatly Bently s 

manner was impressive. The reputation of the 
Publishing Company was more impressive still. But, though 
nressed she refused to consult her father about the matter. She 
explalned^hat the condition of his 

not take any part in the arrangement of Mr. Cresswood s affa.rs, 

SB “ 

“s—. - m? “ssrsr iss 

and /ratified than Syb was when heheardhowl * ^ 

.the directors of the Harp there were no men in Eng- 

vvood’s musical compositi ftt^e wQrl £ who were better judges of 
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music than the Harpsic credit instead of a dis- 

Cresswood might after; all turng be ^ outside C ar- 
grace to the cathedral. Hk drmkm^:iia ;^ be forgotten . 

imnster ^“^, 6 TeDe um seemed likely to survive. But 
The fame of his jestai . , B en tly in any way he 

the archdeacon, though wiJli g .? Qn ' The police had taken 

could, was n0 ^ u, i e S s U s r w00 f d ^ s house after they carried the body 
possession of Mr. Cress doubt be handed over to the 

there. The house..self wouWno property, th e 

cathedral ?“ thorl ‘^^L. nist in the meanwhile he supposed 
official residence ° f „ and effects, his music along with 

“ his relatives. So far as the 
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‘ But Mr. Dennis our P r “ en, “’ T Mr . Dennis. His 

rosidencZTsmafi! re^brick, Georgian house, no. easiiy mistaken, 
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a musician as Mr. Cresswood. This time the opening failed of 
its effect. Dennis knew, as everybody else knew, that Cresswood 
could play the organ, but Dennis knew, as neither Sybil nor the 
archdeacon did, that Cresswood’s compositions, the settings for 
the dean’s translations, were very poor stuff. 

‘ Come now, Mr. Bently,’ he said, 4 I’ve every respect for Cress- 
wood’s memory and all that sort of thing. I liked him and I 
admired his playing. But the things he wrote, any I’ve seen, were 
t r ipe—simply tripe. I never heard of his composing a Te Deum. 
But if he did it’s probably tripier still.* 

Here Mr. Bently showed himself to be a man of real ability, fit 
representative (special) even for so great a firm as the Harpsichord 
Publishing Company. Instead of attempting to maintain the 
opinion he had expressed of the value of Cresswood’s music, he 
promptly accepted Dennis’s judgment. 

4 Quite so,’ he said. 4 Quite so. But we musical publishers are 
business men. We know, and you probably know too, that 
there's money in tripe, a great deal more money than there is in 
decent music. The fact is, Mr. Precentor, speaking confidentially, 
the public wants tripe. That’s where the money comes in.’ 

4 1 see that,’ said Dennis; 4 but who’s going to get the money ? ’ 

Again Bently showed himself a man of ability and under¬ 
standing. Instead of suggesting as he did to Sybil that the 
cathedral might profit, or as he did to the archdeacon that a small 
fortune was waiting for Cresswood's heirs, he saw the wisdom of 
being cynically frank. 

4 We shall get most of it. We always do. But we are honest 
people. There is something for Cresswood's heirs if we publish 
the Te Deum.’ 

Dennis remembered what Powell, the landlord of the Mitre 
Inn, had told him about Cresswood’s affairs. He had heard a 
good deal more since Powell spoke to him, and he knew that the 
unfortunate organist owed money to every one in the town from 
whom it was possible to obtain either credit or a loan. Even if 
the Te Deum, supposing there was a Te Deum, turned out to be 
all that Bently hoped, and even if the Harpsichord Publishing 
Company gave enormous royalties, Cresswood’s heirs were not 
likely to benefit. When the furniture of the house was sold, in¬ 
cluding the grand piano, the dead man’s assets would be quite 
insufficient to pay his debts. And some of the creditors—Powell, 
lor instance—were Dennis's friends. He felt sorry for them. If 
possible he would like to secure something from the sale of the 
manuscript music. He did not believe in the existence of the Te 
Deum, but there might be something among Cresswood’s papers 
which would turn out to be w r orth a few pounds. 
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‘ As tripey as you expect.’ 

As good as I hope,’ said Bently, 4 from a business point of 
view, I shall take the manuscript to my directors. You will 
suicly allow me to do that. The reputation of our firm is safe¬ 
guard enough against any attempt at piracy.’ 

Dennis knew that the directors of the Harpsichord Company 
were not likely to commit an act of open robbery. They might, 
and probably would, make a very good bargain for themselves 
and a very bad one for Cresswood's executors, but they would 
certainly not steal a manuscript. If, on the other hand, he refused 
to le:t Bently have it, there would be no bargain at all, and the 
creditors, that decent fellow Powell among them, would be so 
much the poorer. 

Very well,’ said Dennis. ‘ Come along and we’ll see what 
we can find.’ 


Superintendent Smallways, the head of the local police force, 
made no difficulty about handing over the key of the organist’s 
house to Dennis. One of the advantages of belonging to the 
cathedral staff in a town like Carminster is that there is no diffi¬ 
culty about obtaining the key of anything, except, perhaps, a 
bank safe. But even if Superintendent Smallways had been a 
man with a great respect for legal procedure he could scarcely 

hH V nn^H U t Sed tJ°/‘ Ve the P recentor the ke y of a house which 
belonged to the dean and chapter. 

h T h ® sear .^ wa ? not a ver y troublesome business. Cresswood 
had quantities of music, stacked in piles, or strewed about the 

alreTdv n C , T h A Pi r- But il was a11 music which had 
already been printed and published. A mere glance through it 

was sufficient to convince Bently that the manuscript of the Te 

D„um was not there. Another room, used as a dining-room 

Every "pieeo/hol'e 011 T j liS was crammed with papers! 

E\er } pigeon-hole and every drawer was full to overflowing 

Md phrases slribbleT 1 ^ 7® paper ’ some of them with °°'es 
,1 P f scribbled on them in pencil or ink. Bently seized 

nosed but ,5 0und nothin £ which could possibly te sup- 

po ed to te even the roughest draft of a Te Deum. There was 

not a lunt to show that the praises of the noble army of martyrs 

tad ever engaged Cresswood's attention, orth? tehTdfte 

posit on be numbered with lhe saints. The only com! 
L.“ hlch was nearl y complete—nothing was quite'com- 

SneViS drink'?' ‘° ** i*"? 10 '»<= deal's traSion? 

thinp hv th^ i ^ s °ngs. Dennis, who had been shown the 
mu"s?c t y o tur’HTTIetd ,o, e ,r rdS ’ and POinted °™' b ‘ 

^ongs. Wha, he wanted ™ s a T^euT “ “S’ 
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Besides the ruled music paper there were bills, apparently 
hundreds of bills, notices of meetings and musical festivals, some 
of these more than a year old, advertisements of gramophones, 
wireless sets, and published music, chiefly Church music. Every¬ 
thing was in wild confusion as if each paper had been shoved 
into a drawer or a pigeon-hole or flung on to the writing slab of 
the desk without any'regard to order or arrangement. There 
was only one exception to the general confusion. In one drawer 
there was a small bundle of letters fastened together with an 
elastic band. Dennis picked up the bundle ’and laid it aside. 

‘ You won’t want to look through these,’ he said. 

‘ I should like to.’ . 

‘ But your Te Deum can’t be here. Nobody could write a Te 

Deum in four parts with an organ accompaniment on half a sheet 
of notepaper. Besides, I think I know what these letters are. 
Cresswood was engaged to be married. These look like letters 
from the girl. They’re in a woman’s handwriting. I don’t think 
we ought to look at them.’ 

‘ i don’t want to read them,’ said Bently. ‘ I don t even want to 
touch them. I’ll be quite satisfied if you’ll turn them over one 
by one, just so that I can see that no music has slipped in among 

them/ . , ~ 

‘ There can’t be any music among these letters, said Dennis. 

‘ There may be. Cresswood seems to have been extraordinarily 
careless with his papers, and the Te Deum must be somewhere. 
We know it’s somewhere. My firm is anxious, really anxious, to 
secure it. A man who muddles up his papers as Cresswood did 
might very easily strap up a piece of music with his love-letters. 

Dennis could scarcely deny that this was possible; and Bently 


seemed very eager. 

‘ Very well,’ he said. ‘ I’ll slip off the elastic band and turn the 
letters over one by one, but I won’t have them read. I d rather 

not even see the signature.’ J . 

But it was not possible to avoid that. The lady wrote a large, 

sprawly hand, and on the back of every letter was an enormous 
Elsie, spread right across the page. Fortunately for Dennis s 
feelings of respect due to love-letters and their writers, no sur¬ 
name appeared anywhere. There was no sign of the smallest 

scrap of music. ... .1 

‘ If he wrote a Te Deum at all,’ said Dennis, it must be up in 

the organ-loft. Would you like to search there ? It’s certainly 

not anywhere in these rooms. Unless he kept it in his bedroom, 

U Bently?almost thorough man, tried the bedroom, but after the 
first glance without much hope. Cresswood’s clothes were as 


untidy as his papers. But there was just this one sign of orderli¬ 
ness about the man. He did not mix up his music with his shirts. 
The bedroom had no papers of any kind in it. 

‘ And now I’ll have a look through the music in the organ-loft, 
if I may,’ said Bently. 

‘ Oh, certainly. But I can’t see why you’re so keen on getting 
the thing. You admit yourself that Cresswood’s stuff is tripe. 
There are hundreds of men who could turn out that sort of muck 
for you by the ream. I could do it myself for you if I tried, and I 
will if you offer me a decent price.’ 

‘ There’s money in tripe,’ said Bently; 4 but only in some tripe, 
not in all. As it happens Cresswood’s is the kind of tripe we can 
sell. And that sort of tripe, if you will use the word, is nearly as 
hard to get as good music.’ 

Carson was on duty in the cathedral when Dennis and Bently 
arrived there. He produced the key of the door at the bottom of 
the stairs which led to the organ-loft. As dean’s verger he carried 
the keys of all the doors and gates which were kept locked. Of 
this particular door he possessed at the moment two keys. That 
w hich Cresswood had used on the night of the accident had been 
found in his pocket and handed over to Carson by the police. 

‘ Y °u 4 d better take charge of this, Mr. Dennis,’ he said. 4 It 
ought to be kept along with the key of the door in the south tran¬ 
sept, to be handed over to the new organist, when he’s appointed.’ 

' Very well,’ said Dennis. 4 Give them both to me.’ ’ 

‘ 1 be S y° ur pardon,’ said Carson, 4 but I haven’t got the key of 
the transept door. It wasn t in Mr. Cresswood's pockets when 
the police examined his clothes.’ 


4 He must have had it with him,’ said Dennis. * 4 He couldn’t 
have got into the cathedral at night without it.’ 

‘ It wasn’t in his pockets,’ said Carson; 4 that’s all I know.’ 

‘ Hc must have dropped it somewhere.’ 

That seemed likely enough. If a man is drunk enough to 
tumble backwards off an organ-stool he might easily have 
scattered broadcast a whole bunch of keys. 

* 111 take a look for it in the organ-loft,’ said Dennis, 4 and if 
you come across it anywhere about the cathedral keep it and give 
it to me. Come along, Mr. Bently.’ 

The search in the organ-loft was as vain as that in Cresswood’s 
ouse. There was music in abundance—loose sheets, bound 
' u S ' eV t? l° me SCca P s of manuscript, but nothing which 
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‘ I don’t think it’s anywhere,’ said Dennis. ‘ I don’t think 
Cresswood ever composed a Te Deum. He may have meant to, 
but he evidently didn’t do it. Did he-there s no harm in telling 
you that Cresswood was generaUy hard up; in fact he was up to 
his neck in debt to any one in the place to whom he could possibly 
owe money—did he by any chance ask your firm for an advance 
payment on the promise that he would deliver the music . 

Bently hesitated for a moment. , 

‘ Yes,’ he said at last, ‘ and, what’s more, he got it. Itwasnta 
large advance, but it gives us a right to the manuscript if we can 
find it. I hadn’t meant to say anything about the advance, but 
as vou ask the question I don’t mind answering it. 

3S The answer more or less explained Bently's extreme eagerness 
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feel sure that they would be the very last firm in England liKeiy 
teel sure mat uy enough about Cresswood s 

aS “s there reaUy^owhere^lse that the music could possibly be ?' 
said Bently. 

‘ Nowhere.’ . 0 , 

' There’s'the 1 Song 1 School!^said > Dennis. ‘There is a piano 
, , f t a on ’t think Cresswood ever used it except for 

practising the boys. He did not keep any music of his own 

th nwas U no y t°mSh rft dtan«, 'bui Bently was unwilling to let 

“ &o,, producing his bunch of keys again, opened the door 
of the Song School. 


CHAPTER IX 

‘ EXCUSE me, Mr. Dennis,’ said Carson. I d be glad of a word 




length if he gets the chance of talking at all. But Dennis was not 
specially eager to watch Bently poking about among the boys’ 
surplices and cassocks, a thing he felt sure Bently would do before 
giving up his search for the Te Deum. 

‘ You go ahead, Mr. Bently,’ he said. ‘ You don’t want me 
to help you. As soon as you’ve finished you’ll find me in the 
cloisters with Carson. Now then, Carson.’ 

‘ Perhaps I ought not to mention the matter,’ said Carson, 

4 for it’s not exactly my business, and I’jn a man who doesn't 

care to push himself in where he has no concern. Still-’ 

. 4 Still you are going to mention it. And quite right. If it was 
your business it would certainly be dull and uninteresting. As 
it isn't your business it may be quite interesting.’ 

4 What I would like to speak about,’ said Carson, 4 is that 
gentleman along with you—the gentleman you took up into the 
organ-loft. If you don't mind my asking the question, do you 
know who he is ? ’ 

4 1 don't in the least mind your asking. I don’t even mind 
answering. I do know who he is. I'll go further—I'll tell you 
who he is. His name is Bently, and he's the representative, the 
special representative, of the Harpsichord Publishing Company.’ 

4 That’s all right. So long as you know who he is and so long 
as you’re satisfied, I've nothing more to say.’ 

4 You have something more that you’d like to say, though. 
Come now, Carson, out with it, whatever it is.’ 

4 Perhaps you are aware, Mr. Dennis—no doubt the gentleman 
has told you himself—that he was with Mr. Cresswood on the 
evening of the accident, drinking beer with him in the Mitre Inn.’ 

4 1 know all about that,’ said Dennis. 4 Mr. Bently told me so 
himself.’ 

4 That's all right then. I only just wanted to mention the 
matter in case you didn't know.’ 

4 Now that you have mentioned it,’ said Dennis, 4 you might 
perhaps mention a little more.’ 

‘ There's nothing more to mention. They were drinking beer. 
1 said that at the inquest.’ 

4 Just drinking ? Silently swigging ? ’ 

No, Mr. Dennis. Not silently. They were engaged in con¬ 
versation.’ 


4 What about ? Now, don’t tell me you didn’t listen to what 
they said, Carson. You told me that before, but I know jolly 
well you couldn't help listening to anything you could hear.’ 

4 You'll excuse me, Mr. Dennis,’ said Carson, 4 but that’s not a 
thmg that anybody ought to say to me. I have my own self- 
respect, Mr. Dennis, and to be called an eavesdropper or a 
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Peeping Tom is what I won’t put up with from you or any one 
* 

‘ Nobody's accusing you of eavesdropping. All I think is that 
you must have heard something and you could tel* me if you 

Ch Ttold you all I knew on the day of the inquest when you and 
I and Mr. Powell were walking together. 1 he gentleman seeme 
to me to be asking Mr. Cresswood for something and Mr. 

Cresswood didn’t want to part with it. .. 

4 But what ? Come now, Carson, you must have some idea 

Wl; ThlyTere speaking very low-at least the gentleman was. 

Mr Cresswood hardly spoke at all except to say ■ 

4 But didn’t you hear Anything ? Not a single word ? 

4 1 heard'the word 44 tune said Carson. 4 1 gathered that it 

was a tune ^.gentleman wanted, and Mr. Cresswood d.dn . 
mean to part with it.’ , 

t"‘« 1 SSSkE N.b.d, ™u **,»* . T. 

. . 4 And the gentleman seemed very keen about 

‘ettingT be^rSing to you,” he said, ” and I’ll 

give you a good price for it . 

: You^n island,"'Mr. Dennis, that I couldn't help hearing 

^'oirson’sT^nt'of'the^onversation, since he professed to be 
a^repea/e^h^d! 

^Se^h^But itSrned'extraordlnarily'malikely^haTany 

puM^M trying to^b u y^the^n^its^m^T^Deumshould^Wlk^in 

i|pro a bS enough , fbuth was quite incredible that^hould 


for it was simply inexplicable. Only one thing seemed clear. 
There was something of value among Cresswood’s effects. 
Dennis very much wanted to know what it was. 

Bently came out of the choir-school. He was satisfied, it may 
be supposed, that no choir-boy had purloined the manuscript of 
the Te Deum and hidden it in his cassock pocket. Dennis, stand¬ 
ing with Carson in the cloisters, made up his mind to ask some 
questions about the Te Deum and to find out if he could what 
Bently really wanted. Unfortunately he got no chance of doing 
this. Before he said a word to Bently, one of the junior vergers 
came hurrying to him with a ihessage. The archdeacon wanted 
to see Mr. Dennis as soon as possible and would be glad if Mr. 
Dennis would call on him at once. 

Now, a rector may ignore a summons from his bishop, or a 
verger may postpone the doing of a duty laid upon him by a dean, 
but no minor canon in Carminster dare ignore or neglect a 
summons from the archdeacon. Dennis was as bold as most 
men, and had the true Irish dislike of all persons in authority, but 
even Dennis knew that when the archdeacon called him he must 
go at once. 

‘ Sorry, Bently,’ he said. 4 Must trot off at once. But I’ll see 
you again, won’t I ? Drop in for tea after evensong this evening 
and we'll talk about Cresswood’s Te Deum.’ 

But Bently could not accept the invitation. He said that he 
was leaving Carminster by an early train that afternoon. 

But if you come across the Te Deum,’ he said, 4 or any other 
music of Cresswood’s likely to interest me, you’ll let me know at 
once, won't you ? ’ 

The archdeacon, when Dennis was shown into his study, was 

kindly, but stern. The sternness, quite apparent in the set of his 

jaw and the glitter of his eyes, showed that he was seriously 

annoyed with somebody about something. The kindliness, which 

appeared m the tone of his greeting, showed that Dennis was not 

the culprit. There was evidently no question of whistling while 

crossing the close in a surplice, or achieving punctuality by an 
undignified race. J J 


It has been brought to my notice,’ said the archdeacon, 4 that 
t ve unfortunate Cresswood was heavily in debt at the time of his 
ceath. Have you any reason to suppose that this is so ? ’ 

Not much room for doubt about that,’ said Dennis. 
Roughly speaking, I should say that he owed the whole of his 
salary l° r the next year. 1 can’t think how he managed it. 
Nobody would trust me for a quarter as much.’ 6 

n “ aCOn ,' Wh ° had never been in debt in his life, was 
cres ec in the ways in which extensive credit was obtained. 
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‘ Miserable man ! ’ he said. 

' No one knows whether debts incurred on earth weigh heavily 
on the spirits of those whom the archdeacon liked to call the 
departed \ But unless some great change had come over Cress- 
wood he was not likely to be made miserable in the next world 
by the thought of his creditors’ sufferings in this. While living. 
' while still liable to be haled before a County Court, he had 

always been quite cheerful about his debts. 

‘ His assets ? ’ said the archdeacon. ‘ Have you any idea what 

hiS ^s" is question might be of considerabio persona, 
interest to the archdeacon. Crcsswood s debts had to be paid. 
For the sake of the honour and dignity of the cathedral every 
creditor must be satisfied. If Cresswood’s assets were insufficient 
Se moneTwou,^have to be raised by Mr. Cresswood’s friends 
to save the cathedral from disgrace The dean nc> doubf^would 
bear his share, but the dean was J hde acom 

. would hsvc to pi* ve more than any one 

e W lse° TeS^ * ** " 

“ e He wanted to know, or at least to form some idea, 

how P much he would be called upon to pay. and since the sum 

was certain to be considerable he felt justified m speaking 

Cr ‘ e S S ^f^as S i a ^o^» ,a ^^ m ^* in * s ’ * Cresswood had no money 

except three shiUings and sixpence, which the P° 1,c ? “\ hl * 

P . T5 *.* course there’s his piano, a Bechstein, and 
pockets. But of course tner ^ ^ F ^ a hundred pounds 

Ch -i”hte be n d oto h g e eI S rr’said the archdeacon with a sigh.' No 

SS Sror 

iiS“=3i 
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by Cresswood's debts, was much more precious than any stone 
and mortar. The archdeacon was prepared to write his cheque 
not cheerfully, but without groaning very loudly. 

Dennis felt sorry for him. A poor man himself, with nothing 
but his salary to depend on, he could not be expected to enter 
fully into the feelings of a rich man who has to part with some , 
money. But he was intelligent enough to realize, as few people 
do, that a man who has a great deal finds it hard to part with what 
he has. He was so sorry for the archdeacon that he felt justified 
in holding out a hope that Cresswood's estate might be more 
valuable than it appeared. 

‘ A representative of the Harpsichord Publishing Company 
called on me to-day,’ said Dennis. 

v Ah,’ said the archdeacon, brightening a little. 4 He called on 
me too. Indeed, it was I who sent him on to you. He said some¬ 
thing about a Te Deum which Cresswood had composed, but I 
don't suppose it’s worth anything.’ 

‘ It would be worth something,’ said Dennis, 4 at least I think 
it might, if we could find it. I gathered from Mr. Bently that the 
Harpsichord Company would pay something, perhaps something 
considerable, if we could hand over the manuscript.’ 

4 But surely,’ said the archdeacon, 4 if he wrote a Te Deum it 
must be somewhere.’ 

‘ It isn't. Bently and I have searched everywhere and there 
isn't a sign of it.’ 

4 How very odd ! ’ said the archdeacon. 4 A Te Deum in 
manuscript ! I don't know that I ever saw a Te Deum in manu¬ 
script, but it must occupy a good deal of paper. It wouldn’t be 
very easy for such a thing to disappear completely.’ 

' It has though,’ said Dennis. 4 Bently and I have ransacked 
Cresswood’s house. We have searched the organ-loft and the 
Song School. The thing simply isn’t there.’ 

4 It may turn up.’ 

‘ If it exists it certainly will. But I’m very much afraid that 
Cresswood never wrote it.’ 

‘ Perhaps,’ said the archdeacon, 4 therfe may be some other 
music of his which will fetch something. I happen to know that 
he was engaged in composing tunes for some of the dean’s trans¬ 
lations of medieval hvmns. The dean is a little reticent about 
his work and seldom talks to me about it. But I under¬ 
stand trom Miss Grosvenor that many of his translations 
are complete and that Cresswood was composing tunes for 

I came across a few notes of something of the sort among his 
papers.’ B b 



‘ Perhaps the Harpsichord Company might buy them,’ said the 

**;Bently didn’t seem to want them. I showed them to him, but 

"he scarcely glanced at them. At the same time-— 

He hesitated. Bently certainly wanted something. If it was 
neither a Te Deum nor a tune for a medieval ^‘^hat wasi ’ 
According to Carson he had offered a big price for the something, 

Dennis did not feel inclined to repeat to the archdeacon ail that 
Carson had told him, but he felt that he might safely say that the 
Harpsichord Company wanted someth.ng of Cresswood s and 

^S^saidS archdeacon, ‘ .ha, I had better write direct 

to the Harpsichord Company myself. If their.^wilUel me 
this Mr Bentlv is mistaken about the Te Deum they will tell me 

what it is that they want. In the meanwhile will you be so goodla* 

to loolc over toswoodts music again and bring me any manu- 

script compositions which you may nnd. fondness for 

The archdeacon had never approved °f‘he dean ; rondn«to_ 

songs which the' la^pmfcrr^ 'o}£ h ymns wer^ybiU^id 
things was bad form, in a dean. H.ghly piaced eccle s .asti^ mrgn 

P °.tes°" he"ln‘;; ga - n i'l. write myself to the Harpsichord 
Company, mentioning the visit of their npwUMMo-day. 
Then if you do find the Te Deum you can send it to them. 

‘ What astonishes me,' said Dennis, ' is that a firm like the 
Hanrsichord Company should be prepared to make an advance 
payment on a Te Deum by Cresswood, even supposing he wrote 

furh a thine which seems to me unlikely. 

‘It is surprising. But their representative expressly said so, 

didn’t he ? ’ 

• Then/ 6 said the archdeacon,' they will surety something 
for the other music which we are prepared to offer them # musi , 
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I regret to say, much more likely to make a popular appeal than 
a Te Deum.’ 

4 1 suppose,’ said Dennis, 4 that the dean won’t have any 
objection to our selling the tunes? I mean to say, we should 
have to sell his words along with them if the tunes are to be of 
any value.’ 

4 1 don't see why the dean should object. He must have been 
contemplating publication when he asked Cresswood to write the 
tunes. I imagine he would be pleased if we arrange the whole 
thing for him.’ 

The dean’s words, so the archdeacon reflected, must be worth 
something too, perhaps as much ns Cresswood’s music, perhaps 
more. If a substantial sum could be secured from the Harpsi¬ 
chord Company, the dean’s share of it, as well as Cresswood’s, 
might very wcfl go to the paying of the debts. The archdeacon 
had no doubt tbiat the dean would agree to that, for he was the 
least worldly of men and would certainly contribute to the 
utmost of his ability to a fund which was to save the honour of 
the cathedral. .• 

4 1 shall see Miss‘Grosvenor about it,’ said the archdeacon. 
4 What we propose is plainly the right thing to do. I feel certain 
that Miss Grosvenor will agree with us about it.’ 

His confidence was founded on long experience. Sybil almost 
always agreed with the archdeacon. 


CHAPTER X 

FOR six days after Cresswood's death the dean stayed in bed, 
unwillingly, kept there by the firm care of his daughter. On the 
seventh day Sybil went to luncheon with Lady Carminster, and 
the dean got up. He dressed himself in his ordinary clothes, 
instead of the dressing-gown which the butler recommended, and 
crept down to his study. 

He looked shattered and was very pale. The shock of the 
organist's death and his own failure to go to the poor man’s help 
had affected him. Sybil's rigid nursing had done even more 
than the shock to reduce his vitality. But what did him most 
harm was the feeling that he was regarded as a dotard, a dodder¬ 
ing old man with a feeble mind. The dean was quite convinced 
that he was nothing of the sort. His recollection of what happened 
ih the cathedral was perfectly clear. Cresswood had fallen for¬ 
ward on the keyboard of the organ. He had pulled himself 
together sufliciently to shut off the electric current and silence the 
instrument. He had walked about the organ-loft afterwards, 
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stumblinglv, the dean thought, and with some difficulty. But he 

hadcertamly walked. He ndght have sat down on the^orgau-stool 

again afterwards. He might have had a 

fallen backwards and struck his head on ‘he °ak ch «t. Ah t 

was possible. If that was what had happened then the dean was 

to blame for not going to the' s he P „ a murderer , he was 
true and it is very bad for you to think them. 

iSSSpiSK:: 

let your thoughts dwell on e ”l«s^o than the 

They were both perfectly poW^Sybd a little^ what 

fhey'wereffiinkffig'and no doubt saying about him. He did not 

3S* “f» » CSS".- 

drinking-song. ^ d in the end other people, that his 

mined to convincehim; , cou id find a trans i atl0 n for 

mind was alert and vig • doctor and everybody 

sss g sfrsssi*%. ~ - ■ —« 

^iisszzxzszzs: .. - •« 

"it b”. ■ .i» ..f... »■-[*■« 

”C™> : . •• •“ SS™" i-S - 

feminine. It is also a ter despicable girl. He was 

particularly want f? s “ ° r h ^f would keep such a creature far 
quite sure that!Sybil, if£ ho ^ P inde pendent mood. 

"t d e hi He MS 

thi^young busi “ SS WaS ' and ^ 

quickly, decisively, competently. 

• Show her in here at on “. he “ 111 . , s sWdy 

after making an appointment. . , 


‘ I said “ here 

The dean spoke firmly, almost fiercely, and was greatly 
pleased with himself. Feeble-witted old men hesitate and are 
doubtful. 

After that the butler had no choice. He showed in the young 
person. 

Her appearance did more than justify Redington’s description 
of her. She wore—the dean began his survey at the top—a kind 
of skull-cap, bright blue in colour, fitting very closely to the head, 
which it completely covered, like one of the rubber helmets worn 
by bathers who mean to dive or play water-polo. It gave the 
impression at the first glance that she was completely bald, and, 
owing to some unusual disease, had a bright blue skull. Her 
lips, which were enormous and of singular shape, were puce- 
coloured. Her face, except for two red spots on the cheeks, was 
of a greyish mauve colour. Her eyelashes and eyebrows were 
thick and very black. Her eyes were large and appealing. The 
dean gathered the impression that she either had been crying or 
intended, to cry very soon. He hoped that she had got the 
business over and would not shed tears in his study. 

Her clothes were silky and fitted her from her collar-bone to 
her knees like a tight sheath. It was difficult to suppose that she 
had on any garments beneath those which were visible. Her 
stockings—a slight wrinkling at the knees proved to the dean that 
they were stockings and not skin—were exactly the colour of her 
legs, or the colour which she wished it to be thought that her ldgs 
were. Her shoes were a pale fawn colour, made of a kind of 
rough leather, which might perhaps once have been the skin of a 
crocodile. 

4 Young person ’ was a mild and charitable description of her. 
If Sybil had seen the girl she would certainly have enrolled her 
among the ‘ cases' to be considered by the Committee for Social 
Purity. She would very likely have given her without ftirther 
inquiry an order lor admission to the Diocesan Rescue Home, 
an institution which the Committee for Social Purity kept going. 
She would have given the order tactfully, kindly, but with a firm 
intention of having it used. Such a gift would have been, in her 
opinion, far the most appropriate way of dealing with this ‘ young 
person ’. 

I he dean, though he too might have given an order for ad¬ 
mission to the institution, did not think of doing such a thing. 
His mind was entirely occupied with the hope that the young 

person was not going to cry, a hope rapidly turning into a fear 
that Slle was. 

1 came to speak to you about poor Ben, 4 she said. 
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Then she cried. Or the dean thought she did. She certainly 
dabbed her eyes with a small blue pocket handkerchief. 

‘ Poor Ben ? ’ said the dean vaguely. 

‘ Yes. Poor dear, darling Ben. I was his fiancee. Elsie, you 
know, his fiancee.’ 

The dean did not know. He felt that he was getting confused. 
Perhaps, after all, Sybil was right in her fears. Perhaps Dr. 
Harrowby was right. His mind must be beginning to gi\e 

way. . . 

The young person dabbed her eyes again, and this time the 

blue pocket handkerchief seemed quite damp. 

‘ I’m Elsie Hill,’ she said. 4 Surely you know that Ben and I 

were engaged to be married ? ’ 

‘ No,’ said the dean, 4 1 didn’t know. Or perhaps I did. I 
may have known. The truth is I don’t know who Ben is. 

I don’t think I know any one called Ben.’ 

The large, appealing eyes opened very wide indeed. 

‘ But Ben was your organist,’ she said. 

4 Oh, yes. Of course. How stupid of me ! Cresswood ot 

course ? But I thought his initial was R. Reuben. Surely his 

name was Reuben ? ’ . ,. M n » , 

4 It was,’ said Elsie. 4 But I always called him Ben . l 
couldn’t call him Reu, could I ? It would have sounded just like 
Prue, and that’s a girl’s name. I couldn't call him that, so 1 
decided on Ben, and he rather liked it.’ 

‘ I am very glad he did,’ said the dean. 

4 But now he’s dead. Poor darling Ben ! He wasn t always 
what you’d call a good boy. Not in every way; but in other 
ways he was such a dear. And now he’s dead. 111 never see 

hl This Time she really did cry. A tear escaping from the blue 
pocket handkerchief trickled half-way down her cheek, and was 
then absorbed, like water running over dry sand, by the mauve- 

£r ThedeaTfelt that he ought to speak words of sympathy. But 
he had never in his life come in contact with a young person like 
Elsie Hill, and he did not know what kind of sympathy was mo.t 

SU ‘ t We C shall all miss him,’ he said, feeling that he had hit on a 
safe beginning. 4 He was a musician of quite unusual talent. 

His organ recitals in the cathedral-’ . 

‘Topping, I expect,’ said Elsie, who had stopped cryin s 

almost as if the dean's words of sympathy had dried 
up her tears, an unusual effect of words ot that kind, thoug 
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occasionally produced if the listener has a strong sense of 
humour. 

4 Quite topping,’ said Elsie. 4 He always used to say they 
weren’t. That was modesty, I expect. Ben was very modest, 
though he may not have looked it. Especially if he’d been—— 
You know what I mean. “ Drink’s a curse. Down with it.” 
That’s what Ben used to say—and do. The down with it part, 
I mean.’ 

Again the horrible suspicion seized the dean that his mind was 
giving way. He found himself quite unable to follow what Elsie 
was saying. 

4 Is there anything,’ he said rather feebly, 4 that I can do for 
you ? ’ 

4 Yes, there is,’ said Elsie, 4 and if you’re half such an old pet 
lamb as you look you won’t say “ No ” when I tell you what 
it is. 

She crossed the room as she spoke, came quite close to the 
dean, and laid her hand on his shoulder in a manner which he 
felt to be caressing. He was acutely embarrassed. A young 
woman who was capable of calling him 4 an old pet lamb ’, who 
laid her hand caressingly on his shoulder, might put her arm 
round his neck, might even kiss him. The dean shrank from the 
thought of being kissed by a strange young woman with enormous 
carmine lips. 

4 1 want you to get me back all my letters,’ she said; 4 the 
letters I wrote to him—love-letters. You know what love-letters 
are like, don't you ? ’ 

The dean had, very long ago, written love-letters to Sybil’s 
mother before he married her. She had, he supposed, written 
letters to him, and they must have been love-letters. But what 

they were like- Elsie confidently assumed that he knew what 

they were like. But he did not. It was all very long ago and the 
dean had forgotten. Elsie kindly explained. 

‘ Not the sort of letters you want strangers to read. I wrote 
him hundreds, sheafs, and I expect he kept them. That’s the sort 
ol boy he was. So sweet, though he had his failings. We all 
nave. I expect you have a few yourself, dean, though I must say 
you don t look it. I’m sure whatever you do wrong, it isn’t gin 
and ginger like poor Ben, though I must say you look as if one 
j\ould do you good—a double gin, with half a small ginger. 
Now what about the letters ? Yoii'll give them to me, won’t 

letter! hurv n °i F u aSOn Why Elsie should not S et her own 
etters back. Indeed, he would at the moment have been willing 

gne her any letters she wanted whether they were her own or 
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not. The hand which had been laid on his shoulder was slipping 
round his neck, and he could not help feeling that at any moment 
he might feel the carmine lips on his cheek. He felt exceeding!} 
glad that Lady Carminster’s luncheon-parties always lasted a 
long time. Sybil would not be home for an hour or two. By 

that time Elsie would be safely out of the Deanery. 

‘ If you wait a minute,’ he said, ‘ I’ll give you a letter to Mr. 
Dennis. I think he’s in charge of Mr. Cresswood s papers and 

things.’ 

4 Mr. Dennis ? Who’s he ? 

4 Our precentor,’ said the dean. , 

‘ My hat! ’ said Elsie. 4 A precentor ! I suppose he s even a 

bigger pot than a dean ? Is he—is he as old as you . 

•Not nearly,’ said the dean. 4 In fact he s quite young. So 

} °‘ U Iwon V said Elsie. 4 1 promise I won’t. I’m far too sorry for 
poor Ben to take up with any other young man for months and 

m< * What I intended to say,’ said the dean, 4 is that you needn t be 
frightened. I wasn’t thinking of your—er—taking up with hi . 
^Frightened ! Good gracious me ! I never was frightened of 

3 The *dean realized that this was probably true. She was 
certainly not in the least frightened of him. As if to show her 
complete fearlessness she slipped the hand on his shoulder right 
round his neck and gave a little squeeze. He wrote his note to 
Dennis suggesting that if possible and convenient—the dean was 
alway’s considerate—he shL.d give Miss Eisie Hill anydeUers she 
wanted at once. He even managed to add a 1^ujh 1 e 
feared that Elsie was reading it over his shoulder- P ease^ he 
safely into the train as soon as you have given her the letters. 

J 


CHAPTER XI 

DENNIS took a good look at Miss Elsie Hill before he opened 
the dean’s letter. 'Though a precentor he was a young man of 
broad and liberal views without any taint of puritanism in him. 
He had no prejudice against girls with carmine bps and mauve 
Sees He quite understood, when he grasped who she was, how 
it was that she had attracted Cresswood. There was no sign of 
moral severity about her, and Cresswood would certainly choose 
a girl who would not condemn life’s simpler and more obvious 
nlSures He also understood, when he read it the postscript of 
the dean’s letter. Elsie Hill might have, and no doubt had, manv 
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lovable qualities, but she was not the sort of girl who would ge.t 
on well with Sybil Grosvenor. If she stayed in Carminster and 
paid visits to the dean she would certainly meet Sybil sooner or 
later. Dennis understood that when that happened there would 
be trouble. 

While Dennis was reading the dean’s letter, Elsie was taking a 
good look at him. She found that he was young, pleasing in 
appearance, and that he had eyes capable of merry twinkling. 
He was a clergyman, and a clergyman of a very clerical sort, a 
precentor. But he was also a man, and Elsie’s experience of men 
led her to believe that her own eyes were useful in dealing with 
them. As soon as Dennis looked up from the letter she ‘ cast on 
him ’—the phrase is Shakespeare's— 4 most speaking ceillads ’. 
The effect surprised her. An innocent and modest young man, 
the sort of man a clergyman ought to be, would have blushed and 
looked away. An experienced man with natural instincts would 
have cast back at her other ceillads more speaking still. A 
Puritan—Elsie believed that there were such people—would have 
frowned and scowled. Elsie would have been prepared to deal 
with any of these ways of receiving her glances. What Dennis 
did and said startled her. 

Look here,’ he said. 4 Before we start looking for the letters 
you want, get this clearly into your head. You’re not to make 
eyes at me. I haven t the slightest objection to girls making eyes 
at me at proper times and in proper places. In fact I don’t mind 
admitting that I rather like it. But this is Carminster, arid I’m 
the precentor of the cathedral. If you’d ever seen the dean’s 

daughter or his verger, you’d know that the sort of thing you’re 
doing isn’t tolerated here.’ • 

Crikey ! said Elsie brightly. 4 Should I have had to be as 

good as all that if I had married poor Ben and come to live 
here ? ’ 


* You would,’ said Dennis. 

4 Every day and all day ? ’ 

4 Every weekday, and even better on Sundays.’ 

Well said Elsie, 4 I’m heart-broken about poor Ben, and 
when I think of him I cry whole bucketfuls of tears, but I dare 
say it s really just as well that things have turned out so that I 

can t marry' him I couldn’t have kept it up, not being as good 
as that, for very long.’ n 6 b 

Dennis was much of the same opinion. Elsie would have been 
a strange and disturbing creature in the Cathedral Close. 

th / X we ’ v ^ § ot that settle <V said Dennis, ‘ and you quite 
understand—you do, don’t you ? ’ J H 

Rather. The modest village maiden stunt for yours truly.’ 
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She pressed the palms of her hands together, Like .the child 
Samuel saying his prayers, touched her chin with the tips of her 
forefingers, let her head droop slightly to one side, and almost 

^Grodl^said Dennis. ‘ Now we’ll go along to the police 

St EU?e dropped her impersonation of the village maiden with a 

^Goodness gracious me ! ’ she said.' ‘ But I’ve done nothing. 
You can’t have a girl arrested for looking at a man. You 
couldn’t have had me arrested even if I’d kissed you, and I 

di ‘Don ? t be*silly,* said Dennis. * Nobody wants to arrest you.* 

* Oh of course if you’re only pulling my leg it s all right. But 
I w°h youT“d d t y do it thatVay. I don't like police stattons. 

T ^™e ke g ot1o U 7io one whether you like it or not,' .said 
Dennis,' fof Inspector Smallways still has the key of Cresswood s 

h °Els e ie was reassured, but certainly not happy. She was quiet 
dnd subdued as she walked through the streets to the police 
station Dennis decided that she must have more than he usual 
instinctive* dread of th, police. The fact did not altogether 

’“inspMtorSmallways produced the key of the house again, with 
a suggestion that this time Dennis might as well keep it. The 
nolilf having done their duty by Cresswood’s body, had no wish 
to te mixed up'with his affairs. Dennis pocketed the key and 

’“whenshegot thejethe^ted the performances she had gone 
through whh her pocket handkerchief at the Deanery. Dennis 
was entirely unembarrassed. If Miss Hill chose to weep, she 
could do so without any interference from him. It was, Dennis 
recognized^ quUenatural and right that she should cry when she 
entered the house of her dead lover—if she was one kind ol girl, 

the simple and innocent kind. If, as he sus P^ tc ^ s ^^ a ^ a U t lt s he 
different kind of girl, it was equally natural and right 

Sh ?Po d ordS'tag t °^n, : she snivelled. ‘ I can't help thinking of 

a&sahjsassqSP^ 

hvmns and practising scales and thinking ot me. 
y The nictuVe was a touching one, but Denn.s remained umm- 
pr««d P He went straight to the writing-table, opened a drawer, 

and took out the packet of letters. 
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‘ Here are your letters,’ he said. 

He handed her the packet still held together by its elastic band. 
She stopped snivelling at once. She slipped off the band and 
turned over the letters one by one, glancing at each. When she 
had finished she went through the whble set again, slowly and 
more carefully. There was a look of puzzled anxiety on her face 
when she had finished her second scrutiny. 

‘ They’re not all here,’ she said. ‘ There’s one missing.’ 

4 I’m sorry,’ said Dennis, 4 but that’s all there are. If there 
ever were any more he must have torn them up or burned them.’ 

4 Ben never burned that letter,’ said Elsie. 4 Give it to me, at 
once. Do you hear, give it to me ! ’ 

The girl was unmistakably angry. This was a new side of her 
character, and Dennis felt more embarrassed than he had been 
by the minx, the demure maiden, or the mourning virgin, 
widowed before she was wedded. 

4 My dear Miss Hill,’ he said, 4 I’ve given you all the letters I 
have. If you can find another anywhere you’re welcome to it.’ 

4 Likely I’ll find it! ’ she said, her anger growing. 4 You’ve 
taken jolly good care I shan’t find it. Oh, I kfiow your sort, as pi 
as a saint in a window, turning up your eyes and calling everybody 
a miserable sinner if a girl so much as looks at you. But you’re 
ready enough to steal a letter when it suits you. Call yourself a 
precentor, indeed. A nice kind of precentor ! You’re a low, 
sneaking, nasty beast of a cat, stealing a poor girl’s letter.’ 

It is to Dennis s credit that he kept his temper even under this 
shower of abuse. 


4 My dear girl,’ he said soothingly, 4 do try to be reasonable. 
Why on earth should I steal your letter ? What use would it be 
to me if I had it ? I assure you I don’t want to read it.’ 

Elsie was not in the least mollified by this appeal to her reason. 

4 If you want to read my letters you can,’ she said. 4 1 don’t 
care who reads them. I don’t care what you do with them. 
There they are for you.’ 

She gathered the letters on her lap into a bundle, snapped their 
elastic band round them, and flung them at Dennis. He caught 
the packet before it struck him, and, holding it in his hand, 
stared in bewilderment at Elsie. 


4 1 don’t know what you want,’ he said. 4 I’ve given you all 
vour letters all I have; and just because you think there’s one 
missing, you shy the whole lot at me.’ 

ulo ^ he . one I ^ at ’ s m 'ssing,’ said Elsie, 4 is the only one I really 
ant. Look here ’—her anger appeared to be cooling a little— 
IU give you five pounds for it if you’ll let me have it. It’s no 
e to you, not the least, so you may just as well give it back.’ 
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‘ I’d give it back with pleasure if I had it,’ said Dennis. ‘ What 
I’m trying to get you to believe is that I’ve never seen it, much 
less stolen it. I quite understand ’—he had been thinking rapidly 
and felt that he really did understand— 4 1 quite understand that 
there may be things in that letter which you wouldn’t like any 
one to see. You may have gone a bit too far in your expressions 
of affection, or there may have been allusions to things which 

happened. You and poor Cresswood may-’ 

Girls have from time to time written things in love-letters 
which were not meant for the eyes of any one but the lover, 
things which, if read by others, might lead to unpleasant reflec¬ 
tions about the writer’s character. Dennis thought it likely that 
he was concerned with a letter of that sort. He quickly saw his 
mistake. Elsie suddenly laughed aloud. 

4 Great suffering Jupiter ! ’ she said. 4 Do you think I’d write 
that kind of thing to Ben, even if I'd done it, which I didn t ! 
And do you really think I’d mind your reading it if I had ! I’m 
not the kind of girl who gets ratty over a trifle like that.’ 

4 If it wasn’t—wasn’t a ’—Dennis hesitated. He was, after all, 
a clergyman and a precentor. Such men have to pick their words 
— 4 if it wasn’t a very intimate love-letter, why are you so anxious 

to get it back ? ’ . 

‘.It wasn’t a love-letter at all,’ said Elsie; 4 at least the love- 

letter part doesn’t matter in the least. What I want to get back 

is a tune.’ . 

Dennis saw a glimmer of light. Could this be the piece of 

music which Bently had been so anxious to get ? Cresswood, 
supposing he had really composed the festal Te Deum, might 
have sent it to the girl he was going to marry, for criticism if she 
was musical, for admiration if she were not. It was odd that 
both Bently and Elsie should call such a composition a tune. 
But the girl at all events might know no better. The word 
4 piece ’ is used by child students of the piano in the same indis¬ 
criminate way. 

4 Was it,’ he said, 4 a setting of the Te Deum ? 

4 The Te Deum,’ said Elsie thoughtfully. 4 Would that be a 

great big thing ? ’ . , ... 

4 Huge,’ said Dennis. 4 A Te Deum in four parts, possibly 

eight parts, with an organ accompaniment, would cover sheets 

and sheets of music paper—great big sheets. If the orchestration 

was done it would be larger still.’ 

4 Then it’s not a Te Deum,’ said Elsie. 4 The tune I’m looking 
f or i s _ Will you absolutely swear a solemn, Bible dying oath 

that you haven’t got it ? ’ 

4 I’ll do nothing of the sort. I don’t approve of miscellaneous 
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swearing about trifles, and, anyhow, I can’t swear a dying oath 
when I’m alive and well. But I haven’t got your tune. I’ll give 
you my word for that.’ * 

* A!1 right,’ said Elsie, ‘ I’ll believe you, and I’ll tell you what 
it was so that you’ll be able to help me to get it back. It was a 
tune, written on half a sheet of note-paper, not just ordinary 
note-paper, but paper with blue lines on it.’ 

‘ I know Cresswood wrote tunes;’ said Dennis, ‘ and I think I 

can lay my hands on one or two of them if you’d like to see 
them.’ J 

‘ Cresswood ! Ben ! Who’s talking about him ? ’ 

I thought we both were. Surely it's one of his tunes you 
want?’ . 3 

‘ No, it isn’t. Ben didn't write it. I sent it to him.’ 

‘ Oh ! A composition of your own. I see.’ 

‘ Good gracious me ! ’ said Elsie. ‘ What do you take me for ? 
First you think I’m the kind of girl who’d blush because Ben or 
somebody kissed me, and now you think I’ve nothing better to 
do than to write hymns ! Why, if I’d written it myself I’d write 
it again, or write another. Anyhow, I wouldn’t care a hang 
whether I got it back or not. As a matter of fact-I’m trusting 
you a lot when I tell you this; but if a girl can’t trust a clergyman 
who can she trust ? Not that I’m much of a one for cuVates. 
S ill I will say that I d as soon trust a curate as any one else. And 

oi course you’re a precentor.’ 

‘ If there’s any secret about the tune, perhaps, I’d better not 
near it. r 


‘ Oh, 1 don't know that it need be a secret,’ said Elsie. ‘ If you 
swear not to tell any one. But of course you won’t swear. You 
told me that before. Though I can’t think how you manage to 
get on without a good damn now and then. But if you won’t you 
won t, and I shan’t ask you to. Nobody will ever be able to say 
it ot me that I taught a precentor to swear. But if you promise— 

wlnfiTn 56 ' W ‘ 1t, i out i ; in y iI swearabout it-not to tell any one else 
what I tell you, I will tell you.’ J 

whVt rm 0t SUre about P romi ring,’ said Dennis. ‘ I like to know 

tell me ? ’ 8 ° mS pr ° m,Se beforc 1 do iU What are you going to 

4 Who wrote the tune.’ 

th? ei ! n . IS saw "° Possible harm in promising not to reveal that 

to promL e eT FeaSOn ^ he Should * aske ^ 

4 Very well,* he said. ‘ I promise.’ 
t Faithful and true ? ’ 

4 No. Just promise.’ 
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‘ All right. I’ll trust you. My poor dear Dad wrote it when 
he was dying. I sent it to Ben so that he should play it in the 
cathedral.’ 

‘ I see,’ said Dennis, thankful that he did see at last. 

There was, apparently, no connexion between Bently and Elsie. 
The fact that they were both seeking for a piece of music among 
Cresswood’s papers was a mere coincidence, though an odd one. 
Be'ntly wanted a Te Deum composed by Cresswood; Elsie 
wanted a hymn tune composed by her father, who was dead. 

‘ Poor Dad,’ she said. ‘ I sob and sob when I think of him com¬ 
posing that tune when he was dying. Just like—I forget his 
name, but I know he was a clergyman, who walked about the 
sea-shore writing “ Abide'with Me ”. 1 rather love “ Abide with 
Me ”, don’t you ? I always feel inclined to cry when I hear it, 
which isn’t very often, for I’m not a whale on going to church. 
Perhaps if I heard it oftener I wouldn’t want to cry so much.’ 

Dennis, who had a tender heart, was touched by this story. 
Elsie, with her painted lips, heavily-powdered face, and her 
strange oaths, weeping over ‘ Abide with Me ’ on the few 
occasions on which she heard it, was touching enough. Elsie, 
a dutiful daughter, receiving a hymn tune from the hands of a • 
dying father, was more touching still. 

‘ Let’s go right through Cresswood’s papers,’ said Dennis, ‘ and 
find it. It must be here somewhere.’ 

Once more the search was vain. Various tunes were found, 
more or less complete and a rough jotting of the notes for the 
potatores exquisiti ; but these were all on large sheets of music 
paper, and Elsie threw them aside at once. 

‘ Dad’s tune,’ she said, ‘ was on a half sheet of note-paper— 
thickish paper, but nasty. I do think a man might be given a 
decent sheet of paper when he’s dying, don’t you ? ’ 

Dennis reflected that the inferior quality of the paper must 
have been Elsie’s own fault. It must have been she who gave it 
to her father. 

‘ If it turns up anywhere,’ he said at last, * I will send it to you.’ 

‘ It won’t turn up,’ said Elsie. ‘ And I’ll tell you why it won’t 
turn up. It’s been stolen. At first I thought you’d stolen it, but 
I don’t believe now that you did.’ 

4 Thank you,’ said Dennis, ‘ but I don’t see why any one 
should have stolen it.’ 

4 Lots of people would if they knew about it. And some people 
did. Binder knew, for he came to see me, and tried to get it from 
me. I say, has Binder been down here ? ’ 

4 Not that I know of. He’s certainly not been near me.’ 

‘ And that policeman might,’ said Elsie. 4 1 forget his name. 
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But he might hear about it. The police tell each other everything. 
Has there been a policeman snooping about among Ben’s 
things ? ’ 

Dennis remembered that Inspector Smallways had carried 
Cresswood’s body home from the cathedral, and emptied his 
pockets. Afterwards he had charge of the key of the house. But 
it really was impossible to suppose that Smallways, rather fat, 
obviously upright and beyond suspicion, could have stolen a 
hymn tune from a dead man. 

' ‘ And that nasty old devil who walks about your cathedral with 
a silver club,’ said Elsie. ‘ He always hated poor Dad. He’d 
steal it like a shot, just out of spite if he knew about it.’ 

4 Carson ? ’ 

4 That’s him, stinking, jealous old skunk. He’d steal it if he 
got the chance.’ 

Those suggestions were becoming more and more absurd. Of 
all men living Carson was the least likely to steal a hymn tune. 
Apart from his position and character, which set him far above 
suspicion, his whole life was spent among hymn books, each 
crammed with tunes. He could have as many as he liked all day, 
and if he chose to take a few home with him at night no one 
would object to his doing so. It was ridiculous to think of 
Carson stealing anything, but actually grotesque to suspect him 
of stealing a manuscript hymn tune. 

4 Well,’ said Dennis, 4 I’ll do all I can to help you, and I if come 
across the tune anywhere I’ll send it to you. Will you give me 
your address ? ’ 

4 My address is here,’ said Elsie firmly. 4 The Mitre Inn, and I 
don’t intend to budge out of this till I get Dad’s tune.’ 

It seemed likely, if she stuck to her resolution, that she would 
spend the rest of her life in Carminster. Dennis was a little 
troubled at the thought that it was impossible for him to obey 
the instructions given him in the dean’s postscript. 


CHAPTER XII 

THE archdeacon received a prompt and most disturbing reply to 
the letter he wrote to the secretary of the Harpsichord Publishing 
Company. 

‘ Dear Sir ’ (he read), 

‘ In reply to your valued inquiry re Mr. Bently, we greatly 
tear that there must have been some mistake in re -’ 

When the archdeacon got as far as 4 in re ’ he clicked his 
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tongue against his palate. ‘ Re' was bad enough, a vile Latimsm, 
but ‘ in re ’ following hard in the same sentence was too much. 
If he had been a layman he would have sworn. The archdeacon 
was not a scholar, as the word might be used of the dean, but he 
was an educated man, and ‘ re ’ affected him as a split infinitive 
affects some stylists. He had once given up dealing with a tailor 
for no reason except that the unfortunate man wrote ‘ in re as an 
introduction to some statement which he wanted to make about 

gaiters. 

* —in re the visit to you of a gentleman purporting to be a 
representative of our firm, I am directed to inform you that we 
have no one connected with the firm, as representative or in 
any other capacity, bearing the name of Bently. I am furthei 
directed to inform you that we are unable to trace any corres¬ 
pondence with the organist or other member of the Carminster 

Cathedral staff re -’ 

‘ Good heavens ! ’ said the archdeacon, driven to a mild kind 
of oath either by the repetition of the word re or by the start¬ 
ling news which the letter contained. 

‘ —re a Festal Te Deum or similar musical composition sub¬ 
mitted to us by your organist. No representative of our firm 
has visited Carminster during the months inst. or ult. 

‘ Inst. ’ and ‘ ult. ’ are, in the archdeacon’s opinion, as bad or 
worse than 4 re ’ and 4 in re ’. But he did not pause to make 
clicking noises over them. The news which the disgusting word, 
confined was too serious for that. Nor did the rest of'the= letter, 
though very civil and even flattering, soothe him in the least. 

‘ May we add that jf now or at any future time you should 
. desire to submit to us for publication a setting of the Te Deum 
or other sacred musical composition, the work will receive the 
most careful and favourable consideration of our directors. 

The archdeacon was seriously annoyed. It seemed piam that 
some one had been playing a practical joke. No one, except the 
perpetrator, ever enjoys a practical joke, and those who occup> 
poskions of dignity—archdeacons, for instance—detest this kind 
of wit even more than common men do. But the archdeacon of 
Carminster, though dignified, was not personally a vain man. He 
was certainly no vainer than every man is who Jas achieved a 
moderate success in life and reached the age of sixty What 
vexed him, indeed made him actually angry, was not that 1he had 
been the victim of a joke, but that any one had played off a joke 


on the dean and chapter. That struck him as atrocious, an 
offence against good taste so grievous as to be actually sinful. 

He could think of only one person in the world who would 
have dared to do such a thing. Dennis, the precentor, was 
young, was Irish, was singularly lacking in good taste, had little 
or no sense of decency or reverence. A man who whistled in the 
cloisters on the way to matins and ran across the close with his 
surplice over his arm, might make a practical joke with the dean 
and chapter of Carminster as victims. 

The archdeacon rang his bell. A messenger was sent to find 
Dennis. 

4 He may be in the cathedral,’ said the archdeacon, 4 or in the 
Song School, or in his own house, or somewhere else in the pre¬ 
cincts. Wherever he is, please find him and ask him to call here 
at once.’ 

If he had said, ‘ Fetch him, alive or dead,’ his order would 
have been scarcely more impressive. 

Dennis was found almost immediately. He was bowling to 
Sam Hodson at the nets in the boys’ playing-field. Sam Hodson 
was a promising bat, and Dennis found it hot work bowling to 
him. He hastily put on his waistcoat, coat, and collar, which lay 
on the ground at the end of the pitch, wiped the sweat from his 
face, and hurried to the archdeacon's house. 

4 Read that,’ said the archdeacon, handing him the letter from 
the Harpsichord Company. 

Dennis read it. 

4 Great Scot! ’ he said. 

4 What ? ’ said the archdeacon. 

4 A bit thick,’ said Dennis, by way of making clearer what he 
meant by 4 Great Scot ’. 

4 It seems to me,’ said the archdeacon, 4 that some one has been 
playing a practical joke on the dean and chapter. I can only say 
that if the perpetrator is a member of the cathedral staff his per¬ 
formance strikes me as not merely wicked but actually vulgar.’ 

The archdeacon, in calmer moments, might have inverted the 
terms of his climax, but just then he was so profoundly shocked 
that he spoke exactly as he felt. 

He looked at Dennis so fiercely that it was impossible to miss 
his meaning. 

4 I assure you,’ said Dennis, 4 that I had nothing whatever to do 
with it. I was just as much taken in as you were. I should never 
have thought of such an original spoof.’ 

4 I see nothing in the least original about it,’ said the arch¬ 
deacon. 

4 Come now, Mr. Archdeacon,’ said Dennis. 4 Hang it all, be 
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fair To set the dean and chapter and the precentor and the 
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preserved his official gravity in the presence of the archdeacon. 
He would have been glad to avoid this visit to the inspector, but 
the archdeacon was a masterful man, and when he said that a 
thing was to be done it generally was done—in Carminster. 

Inspector Smallways listened to all that the archdeacon had to 
say. He listened to Dennis’s much longer story. He made some 
notes when he was given a description of Bently’s appearance. 
Dennis, expecting to see a twinkle of amusement in the inspector’s 
eyes, was surprised to find that he took the whole story seriously. 
He certainly seemed to regard it as something more than a 
practical joke. 

4 We heard at the inquest,’ said Smallways at last , 4 that a man 
calling himself Bently stayed in the Mitre Inn on the night of 
Cresswood’s death. He was seen in Cresswood’s company, talk¬ 
ing to him and drinking with him that evening. Have you any 
reason to suppose that he and the man who called on you and 
the archdeacon were the same ? ’ 

Dennis remembered what Carson had told him. 

4 Yes,’ he said, 4 it’s the same man. Carson saw him in the 
inn and saw him afterwards in the cathedral with me.’ 

Then he remembered something more—Carson’s account of 
the conversation in the inn. 

4 Bently,’ he said, 4 was trying to get something from Cress- 
wood. That looks as if he really was after the Te Deum, and I’m 
bound to say that when he was with me he seemed pretty keen. 
I mean to say I got the impression that he was trying very hard 
to find it.’ 

Influenced by Smallways’ manner and by his own recollection 
of his interview with Bently, Dennis was inclined to abandon the 
idea of an elaborate and ingenious hoax. He bfegan to think 
that he had come on something much more interesting than 
that. 

4 Does the name Bently suggest anything to you, Mr. Arch¬ 
deacon ? ’ said Smallways. 

The archdeacon shook his head. 

4 Or to you ? ’ said Smallways to Dennis. 

4 Only a kind of motor,’ said Dennis, 4 the kind I’d have if I 
could afford it.’ 

4 We may take it, then,’ said Smallways, 4 that Bently was an 
assumed name, intended to mislead us, like his alleged connexion 
with the Harpsichord Publishing Company.’ 

Smallways reached his conclusions slowly, but they were 
thoroughly sound when he got to them. There seemed little 
doubt that the name of the man who wanted Cresswood’s Te 
Deum was something else, not Bently. 

76 


• Is there anything mere that you'd like to say to me ? ’ said 

S ”0nl^at I should be glad to see the man arrested at once,' 
said the archdeacon. assure you, Mr. Arch* 
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‘ You may be omniscient,’ said Dennis, ‘ but I suppose you’re 
not above taking a hint.’ 

‘ We are omniscient,’ said Smallways, ‘ just because we never 
neglect hints.’ 

‘ Very well,’ said Dennis, ‘ I don’t see any connexion myself 
between Bently and what I’m going to tell you. I dare say there 
isn’t any. But Bently isn’t the only man who wants Cresswood’s 
music. Did you ever hear of any one called Binder ? ’ 

Inspector Smallways was a heavily built and very impassive 
man. He gave many people the impression that he was dull. He 
certainly never 
being surprised 

4 Yes,’ he said, 4 1 know something of a man called Binder.’ 

4 Is he,’ said Dennis, 4 the kind of man who’d steal a hymn 
tune ? ’ 

4 1 don't think he'd steal a hymn tune, but I’m quite willing to 
believe that he'd steal pretty nearly anything else. It was before 
your time here, but you may have heard of the robbery of Lady 
Carminster's jewels.’ 

4 I've heard of precious little else since I’ve been here.’ 

4 Well, Binder was the name of one of the men convicted for 
that burglary. He wasn't the ringleader, but he got five years 
for it.’ 


displayed undue excitement or gave any sign of 


Dennis thought rapidly and did a small sum in his head. 

‘ So Binder is just about due to be out again,’ he said. 4 That 
burglary was five years ago.’ 

4 He is out again,’ said Smallways. 4 1 make it my business to 
know things like that. And now will you tell me why you ask me 
about Binder ? You'd never heard of him in connexion with the 
burglary, had you ? ’ 

4 No,’ said Dennis. 4 I’m tired listening to the story of that 
burglary, and, anyhow, I don't believe I heard the names of the 
convicted men. If I did I’ve forgotten them.’ 

1 hen what put his name into your head ? And why did you 
ask me whether he was likely to steal hymn-books ? ’ 

4 1 didn't say hymn-books. I said a hymn tune. I’m afraid I 
can t tell you that, Smallways. I’ve gone as far as I can in giving 
you the name. It would be—I'll not talk about the seal of the 
contessional and that sort of stuff—but it would be a gross breach • 

of confidence if I told you any more. I’m not sure that I haven’t 
told you fbo much already.’ 

4 Perh a p S you will feel inclined to tell me a little more,’ said 

omallways, 4 if I tell you something. I had a visit from Carson 
yesterday-’ 

4 The dean’s vereer ? ’ 
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4 Yes 9 * 

* I suppose he didn’t come to confess that he’d stolen a hymn 

tU ‘No’ He didn’t. He came to tell me that you brought 
Bently with .you to the cathedral, into the organ-loft, and after- 

wards into the Song School. Q r 

‘ I told you that myself,’ said Dennis. What s the use ot 

repeating back to me things I’ve said to you . 

‘Carson told me a little more,’ said Smallways. He told me 
that he had seen Bently with Cresswood in the Mitre Inn, and 

th ‘ n i SW&. HOW extraordinarily s.owly your mind 
works! It seems to utke you half an hour to grasp he s,m P es 
thing We’ve got it aU settled and.fixed about the two Bently 
being* one and the same Bently. Don’t go harking back m that 

^Carson told me one thing more ’ said Smallways. ‘He had^a 

•“Mhfe t ’’ a andhe n fdt sme of," Ue^ saw him again with you 
in the cathedral. Buth^ouldn’tputa.name tohimor remember 
where he had seen him before. v\e ,) f rt i s Carson 

Cbut he was in court every day during 

. asked 

H t H°dso f n h 7 C Ttat's e ;he fy feilow a who made the fuss at the 
coroner’s°hiquest, trying to publish the fact that Cresswood was 

df “Yes ? ’’ said SmaUways, ' but Hodson was also the Scotland 
guessing whether Carson was k a ma n called Binder. 

m 

will you tell me a little more . t s 
‘ Sorry,’ said Dennis, ‘ but I can t. 



‘ Mr. Precentor,’ said Smallways very gravely. 

‘ Oh, drop that,’ said Dennis. ‘ I call you Smallways. Why 
can't you be friendly and call me Dennis ? ’ 

‘ I’ll call you anything you like, but I want to warn you that it 
this business turns out to be as serious as it very well may you 
will have to tell me all you know. You won’t be given any 
choice.’ 

‘ Don’t you talk that way to me, Smallways. That might-of- 
the-law business doesn’t impress me one bit. I’ll tell you all I 
know if this turns out to be a really serious business. But so far 
I’ve no evidence to show that it’s anything of the sort. It may be 
just a mixture of a practical joke and some silly stunt about a 
hymn tune. There hasn’t been another burglary, has there ? ' 

4 Not yet.’ 

4 And I don't see anv likelihood of another. So far as I can 
see nobody wants to steal anything except a Te Deum or a 
hymn tune.’ 

4 Very well,’ said Smallways. 4 1 think you ought to tell me 
what that girl, whoever she is, said to you about Binder. But if 
you won’t, you won’t.’ 

4 I’ll tell you what I’ll do, if you like,’ said Dennis. 4 I’ll ask 
her if I may tell you all she told me. She may give me leave, 
though I don't expect she will. The fact is she seems a little bit 
afraid of the police.’ 

4 Some people are.’ 

4 It doesn't in the least follow that she’s a burglar. Lots of 
quite innocent people hate being mixed up with the. police. 
You're all far too fond of your official manner, if you don't mind 
my saying so. You’re just like the archdeacon in that. Look at 
the way you tried to talk to me just now—“ Mr. Precentor ”, and 
so forth. It doesn’t worry me in the least, but you cap’t expect a 
girl to like it. It frightens her. However, I’ll ask her and see 
what comes of it.’ 

4 Thank you,’ said Smallways. 4 In the meanwhile we seem to 
have got this far: a man who calls himself Bently comes here 
looking for a Te Deum to be published by the Harpsichord 
Company. It turns out that his name isn’t Bently, and the 
Harpsichord Company knows nothing about him. That’s right 
so far, isn’t it ? ’ 

4 Quite right,’ said Dennis, 4 and you may add, if you like, that 
there’s no Te Deum, and never was.’ 

4 Carsefo,* Smallways went on, 4 thinks that Bently is really 
Binder, a burglar just out of prison. Then you meet a girl who 
suspects that Binder is trying to steal a hymn tune. That’s what 
you said, isn’t it ? ’ 
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* Not quite. I asked you whether you thought Binder would 
steal a hymn tune. I didn’t say the girl accused him of trying’. 
And, look here, Smallways, I don’t like the way you are talking 
about that girl. It sounds to me as if you thought I’d been pick ¬ 
ing up stray girls all over the place and was worming secrets out 
of them. As a matter of fact, it was the dean who sent that gir! 
to me with a letter of introduction. If he hadn’t I don’t suppose 
I’d ever have spoken to her. There is such a thing as defamation 
of character, Smallways, and I can’t have you taking it for 
granted that I’m a man who runs about with dozens and dozens 
of strange girls, particularly that sort of girl.’ 

* Oh, she’s that sort of girl, is she ? ’ 

4 1 don’t say she is,’ said Dennis, 4 but I don’t mind telling you 
she rather looks it. Nothing extreme. I’m not suggesting that. 
Just skittish. If she’d been anything worse the dean would never 
have handed her over to me.’* 

4 By the way,’ said Smallways, 4 how is the dean ? I heard-’ 

4 If you heard that he’s gone dotty in the head you heard what 
isn’t true. I know that’s the sort of thing they’re saying, and old 
Harrowby shakes his head and bleats about 44 shock ”, which 
simply makes the talk worse. As a matter of fact, the dean is as 
sane as you or I. I don’t say he’s a good judge of a girl. He’s 
not. But then he never was. He’s no worse in that way now' 
than he was twenty years ago. At the same time he wouldn’t pass 
on a regular bad one to me. I’m a young man and innocent. 
The dean knows that, though apparently you don’t.’ 

4 Leaving the girl’s character out of it for the present,’ said 
Smallways, 4 she did mention Binder’s name to you ? ’ 

4 Yes, she did.. I told you that. I’m sorry now that I did tell 
you, but I won’t go back on it.’ 

4 And you gathered from what she said that Binder would steal 
a hymn tune if he could.’ 

4 Confound you, Smallways, don’t practise that sort of cross- 
examination on me. I won’t say another word, good or bad, 
unless I get her permission.’ 


CHAPTER XII 

DENNIS left the police station and walked quickly towards the 
Mitre Inn. He wanted to see Elsie Hill at once. In all proba¬ 
bility she would refuse to allow him to speak to Smallways about 
her father’s hymn tune. He remembered her unwillingness to go 
to the police station when he wanted to get the key of Cress- 
wood’s house. It was most unlikely that she would agree to telling 
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the police what she regarded as an important secret. But Dennis 
hoped to learn something from her, even if he could not get 
absolution from his promise. He was becoming interested in 
what at first seemed a meaningless business. If he questioned her 
tactfully Elsie might tell him why she thought Binder, a burglar 
who had once had his hands on £30,000 worth of jewels, should 
want to steal a hymn tune. Or why she suspected Carson of such 
a thing. Or who the policeman was—she had spoken of a police¬ 
man—who was likely to turn thief for the sake of such unlikely 
booty as a tune. 

But Dennis, though he hurried along the street, did not reach 
the Mitre Inn for nearly half an hour. He was stopped on his 
way by the one man in Carminster whom he would have par¬ 
ticularly wished to avoid. It was Carson—stalking from the 
' Mitre ’ in the direction of the cathedral—who stopped him; 
and when Carson caught a victim he kept him. 

• I beg your pardon, Mr. Dennis,’ he said, 4 but there's a little 
matter I’d like to speak to you about.’ 

’ Certainly,’ said Dennis. 1 To-morrow morning after matins.’ 

’ If it’s all the same to you,’ said Carson, 4 and if it’s not incon¬ 
venient, I’d rather say what I have to say at once, before more 
mischief is done.’ 

‘ Say it quick then. I’m in a hurry.’ 

111 say it as quick as I can. But there's some things that must 
be said properly if they’re said at all. For if they're not said 
properly they shouldn't be said any other way. Of course it’s 
not my business, strictly speaking.’ 

If it s not,’ said Dennis, 4 1 wish you’d leave it to whoever's 
business it is.’ 


At the same time,’ said Carson, 4 1 feel it my duty to acquaint 

\ ou with the facts, for if 1 don’t somebody else may be telling you 
what isn't facts.’ 

' Go ahead, then. What's it all about ? ’ 

It s about what most trouble and vexation is about,’ said 
Carson. 4 Them choir-boys.’ 

The iniquities of choir-boys are numerous. A whole hour 
might be spent in merely naming the wicked things which choir- 
ooys do. Carson, who lived at open feud with all the boys, would 
want to do a great deal more than mention their sins. Dennis 


‘ Anything fresh ? ’ he said. 4 Don’t tell me that story of 
SK* 5* - Wire threw 



* Is it in accordance with the wishes of the dean and chapter 
that the boys should be playing on the piano in the Song School 

whenever the fancy takes them ? ’ 

‘ No, it’s not.. You know that as well as I do. 

‘ So I’ve always been given to understand,’ said Carson. It s 
no business of mine, of course, but I’ve always been told that the 
piano in the Song School is a valuable instrument, purchased bv 
the dean and chapter for the use of the organist in teaching the 

b °‘You , ve got it exactly right, Carson, and the boys have a piano 
of their own that they can play on whenever they like. _ 

‘ So I’ve always understood. And what I want to bring to 
your notice is that this morning I caught one of them at it. 

‘ At what ? ’ • , 

4 Playing on the piano in the Song School. 

4 Well, he’d no right to, and you ought to have stopped him. 

What did you do ? ’ 

4 What I would have done was box his ears for him, and well 
he knew it. For the moment I opened the door—I was going 
along the cloisters at the time and it was that door I opened, 
hearing the piano being played and thinking I ought to know 
who it was—well, as I was saying before I had the door properly 
open, he was off through the other door, into the cathedral, and 

away before I could lay hands on him. ... . . 

4 Just you tell me who he was,’ said Dennis, and 111 deal 

*Th™s what I can't do,’ said Carson. ‘ I got no more than a 
elimpse of his back. And, anyway, one of those boys is much 
the same to me as another. They're all young devils. 

Dennis was very much of the same opinion but this particular 
evildoing rather puzzled him. A cathedral choir-boy gets music 
enough fmposed on him by authority. The very last thing he is 
ffielv to want to do is to make more music, voluntary and un- 
Ssary music. Should such an unnatural desire possess he 
mind oFone of the Carminster boys he can gratify dwthout the 
risk of blame. There is in the big schoolroom of the choir- 
school an aged and disreputable piano given over to such use “ 
he bovs choose to put it to. It is difficult to imagine why any 
boy should enter the Song School when he n« d n ot and p 1 ay a 
forbidden piano. He can get little pleasure out o such evil^ 
. doing and the punishment, if he is caught, is hkely 

^ Oh aU right ’ said Dennis. ‘ I have to take the practice this 
afternoon afd when I get them all there I'll try and make the 

culprit confess.’ 
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1 Thank you, Mr. Dennis; and there’s another, little 
matter-’ 

‘ No, there isn’t. At all events not now.’ 

‘ If you’ll excuse me,’ said Carson, * it’s rather an important 
matter.’ 

‘ You said “ little ” a moment ago. And, anyway, your idea 
of importance is not mine. You think that the world is likely to 
stop going round the sun just because some wretched choir-ttoy 
plays the piano when he ought to be playing cricket. That’s what 
you call an important thing, Carson. And the next thing you 
want to say is probably just as trivial. Good-bye.’ 

It is very difficult to shake off Carson when he is determined to 
talk; but Dennis is a vigorous man. He pushed Carson gently 
through the door of an antique dealer’s shop and left him there. 
Antique dealers lead leisurely lives and always seem to have time 
to spare. Carson could, if he liked, repeat the whole story of the 
choir-boy and the piano. Afterwards he could go on to his other 
important matter. Dennis hurried on to the Mitre Inn. 

He found Miss Elsie Hill in the smoking-room. She was lying 
back in the deepest of the leather chairs with which Powell had 
furnished this room—chairs which justified him in advertising 
the ‘ Mitre ’ as 4 replete with every comfort ’. 

Her feet were on another chair. She had a cocktail on the 
table beside her and a cigarette drooping from the comer of her 
mouth. When she caught sight of Dennis she jumped up and 
welcomed him warmly. 

4 Got it ? ’ she said. 4 Good man ! I knew you would.’ 

* No, I haven't. And I don’t think I'm likely to. Unless 
you’ll allow me-’ 
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4 I’ll allow you to do anything you like,’ said Elsie, 4 except go 
to the police about it.’ 

4 But that’s exactly what I want to do.’ 

4 You’re not to. And just remember this, that you’ve sworn a 
most frightful oath that you won’t tell any one a word about poor 
Dad and that tune.’ 

4 1 didn’t swear,’ said Dennis, 4 but I quite admit that I 
promised.’ 

4 Same thing with a parson, specially a precentor. I’d say 
myself that a nod from a precentor is as good as a terrific curse 
from a bookmaker or anybody else. It ought to be, anyhow. 
I don’t think much of parsons in most ways, not even precentors 
and deans, but I expect them to keep their promises.’ 

4 I'll certainly keep mine,’ said Dennis. 

4 You darling ! I'd like to kiss you.’ 

4 If you make the slightest attempt to do anything of the sort,’ 


said Dennis, ‘ or if you call me darling again, I’ll go straight to 

the police and take you with me.’ . 

‘ My hat! ’ said Elsie. ‘ I didn’t think anybody could be as pi 

as aU that. Fancy making such a fuss about a k ' ss - I s ^ u 
« . .« - * - ~ r- But if you cl really 


OO uu VUUVI * -O 

have thought that even a precentor — ' , 

rather I didn’t, I won’t. At least not until you ve found Dad s 
tune for me. After that I must, whether you like it or not. And 
l expect you will like it really, in your heart, though you may go 

0I \Ss feU that he might safely ignore this threat. ^ 
covery of the tune seemed a long way off, and without Smallwa) 

he ! P It^tStne I came to speak to you,' he said. ‘ I 
haven’t found it and I’m not likely to, unless-— 

. _ .. . . . •_tUa nr\1irA 


ven i iounu n auu i m ^ -. T 11# _ n , t u avp 

‘ Don’t start talking about the pobce agam. I won t ha\e 

them.’ 


1 ‘ Twon’t mention the police again if you’d rather I didn’t. But 
I'd like to find out from you why you think any one want o 
steal that tune. _ You suggested, for instance, that I d stolen it. 

took'that back,’ said Elsie, ‘ and I apologized aU 1 could. 

and held up her clasped 

ha .tea^Mr. SU p?£or,'she began,' forgive me for saying that 
you stole*the tune. I didn’t mean it, and I won t ever say it 

ag M3et u^“id Dennis, ‘ and don't play the fool. If you really 
think that’tune has been stolen try and explain why any ooe 

Sh "‘^ouid want it. Almost anybody would U£ 
knew that poor darling Dad wrote it. Carson would. He looks 
like an owl! but you can’t go by looks. Carson may be all the 

“'luTtha^etcTwhafiUsn't. Your father's tune may be a 

very go d^/you may take my word for that nodiymn 

“bs 1 srsr 

that being meant for hymns they ought to , be a free issue 
• Dad’s tune would fetch a lot,’ said Elsie And you may^ 
your hat that Canon knowsm He ta>» ^ fifty pounds 
Bmder knows it too. He stanea y b wheQ j t0 ] d 


the truth I couldn't quite get the hang of the tune myself, but by 
that time I had sent it to poor Ben. Dad said I was to, on 
account of his being musical, you know. He had to be more or 
less musical, being an organist. I thought he’d play it. That’s 
why Dad said he was to have it, so that he could play it on the 
cathedral organ.’ 

‘ About that man Binder,’ said Dennis. ‘ Do you think he’s 
the kind of man who would come here calling himself Bently and 
saying that he represented a firm of musical publishers ? ’ 

‘ Binder,’ Said Elsie, ‘ would call himself Alexander the Great 
and say he represented the patriarch Obadiah if he thought he’d 
make five pounds out of it. If Binder was down here mouching 
about, it was Dad’s tune he was after, and he’d steal it if he 
couldn't get it any other way.’ 

4 As a matter of fact he didn’t get it.’ 

4 Don’t you be too sure of that. Binder is a very wary bird. 
He wouldn't tell you if he had stolen it.’ 

He might not. Dennis saw that it was most unlikely that he 
would confess such a thing to one of the cathedral clergy. But 
he could hardly credit him with being wary enough to pretend 
great eagerness in a search for something which he had safely in 
his pocket. And Bently had been eager enough, unmistakably 
eager. 

4 But if Binder didn’t get it,’ said Elsie, 4 then Carson did. Or 
if it wasn't Carson it must have been that policeman.’ 

‘ Surely you don’t suspect Inspector Smallways ? ’ 

4 Smallways,’ said Elsie, 4 is a pussy-cat, quite harmless. I 
know all about him.. The man I have in mind is a Scotland Yard 
fellow, detective and all that, called Hodson. If he’s been down 
here-’ 

' He lives here,’ said Dennis. 4 He's a leading light in Dis¬ 
senting circles, preaches in chapels on Sundays, though one of 
his boys sings in our choir.’ 

* Oh, he preaches, does he ? ’ said Elsie. 4 Well, he might. In 
fact, I shouldn't wonder if he preached better sermons than you 
do. A man must be a hypocrite to preach a really good sermon, 
the sort that makes you feel all quaky in the tummy on account 
of hell. You know that kind of sermon. So if that’s what 
Hodson docs I expect he’s the man who's stolen Dad’s tune. 
Only I don’t quite see how he got to know about it. For the 
matter ot that, I don’t see how Carson could have known about 
it either, unless Ben told him. But I don't think it can have been 
Carson, though I suspected him just at first, until I knew, that 
Hodson was down here. I don’t suppose that Ben would tell 

odson, but the police are all in league together. Whatever one 
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knows all the rest know. I expect some other policeman told 
Hodson.’ 

To Dennis it appeared that Elsie suspected Smallways of goad¬ 
ing Hofison on to steal a piece of music from Cresswood. This 
was obviously absurd, and the more he tried to think it out the 
more absurd it seemed. He began to think that Elsie must be 
suffering from some form of mental aberration. Dislike of the 
police, like St. Paul’s learning, had made her mad. It would be 
mere waste of time and energy to argue with her. 

‘ It seems to me,’ he said, ‘ that if anybody has stolen that tune 
or anything else, the simple thing is to tell the police about it. 
It’s their job to catch thieves. I do wish you’d let me tell 
Smallways about it. I really think he’d be able to help. 

‘ I won’t let you do any such thing,’ said Elsie. ‘ You’ve given 
your promise, and I hold you to it. I won’t have the police 

mixed up with my business at all.’ 

‘ Very well,’ said Dennis, ‘ I expected you to say that, and 1 II 
keep my promise.’ 


CHAPTER XIV 

INSPECTOR SMALLWAYS is a man of simple and straight¬ 
forward mind. If he wants information he goes to some one 
who knows the facts and asks a few questions. This is not a 
method of inquiry favoured by people with subtle intellects. Thu 
prefer to get at anything they want to know by tortuous way*. 
But Smallways’ way of working is sound and effective. It gener- 
ally produces excellent results. The great drawback to it is that 
it brings little or no glory to the man who adopts it. It is so 
simple that everybody feels he could have done the thing quite as 
well as the professional investigator. That is why Smallways has 
never made a reputation as a great detective. There is no subtlety 
about his methods and therefore they remain quite unimpressive. 

This time he wanted to know who the woman was who had 
been talking to Dennis about a stolen hymn tune. Instead oi 
noticing a long yellow hair on Dennis’s coat sleeve—a hair wbch 
was not there—and deducing from it that the ladybelonged 
the London demi-monde , as he might have deduced if he hair 
had been obviously a dyed one-he made up his mind to go to 
the ‘ Mitre ’ and ask Powell what guests he had staying there, it 

was plain to him that the woman must be a t stran ^> 
had incautiously admitted that she was that lund of prl , 
though not excessively so. And Carminster, a cathedra ii y 
produces girls of the other kind. If she was a stranger she wou 
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be almost certain to be staying in the ‘ Mitre \ Powell would 
know at least her name, probably a good deal more about her. 

Smallways wrote a letter to an inspector in Scotland Yard ask¬ 
ing for information about Binder. When he had finished that he 
walked down to the Mitre Inn and found Powell. 

‘ i want you to tell me,’ he said, ‘ whether you have a young 
woman staying with you, a girl of sorts, who’fc been running 
about the town with the precentor.’ 

‘ I don’t know about running about with the precentor,’ said 
Powell, 4 but there is a girl here. • She’s in the smoking-room, if 
vou want to see her, and—mind you, I’m not saying there’s any¬ 
thing in it; very likely there isn’t—the precentor’s with her/ 

4 1 thought he might be,’ said Smallways. 4 Who is she ? ’ 

* Her name,’ said Powell, 4 is Hill—Elsie Hill.’ 

4 That doesn't tell us much about her, does it ? Hill is a 
common enough name.’ 

4 The country is full of Hills,’ said Powell. 4 1 know half a 
dozen at least.’ 

4 And there are plenty of Elsies knocking about.’ 

4 Dozens.’ 

4 That man Hill,’ said Smallways, 4 the verger in the cathedral, 
w ho got run in for the Carminster jewels robbery had a daughter, 
hadn't he ? I seem to remember that there was one.’ 

4 Get on with it, inspector,’ said Powell. 4 What’s the use of 
beating about the bush ? You know just as well as I do that Hill 
had a daughter called Elsie. She was about seventeen the time 
her father was convicted. I suppose you want to know whether 
this is the same girl ? ’ 

4 Is she ? ’ 

4 1 can’t swear to it,’ said Powell. 4 A girl changes a lot 
between seventeen and twenty-two, and I never knew her well. 
But I’m inclined to think it is the same girl.’ 

4 What’s she doing here ? ’ 

4 There you have me,’ said Powell. 4 She came yesterday and 
went straight off to call on the dean, and now the precentor has 
called on her. That’s all I know about her.’ 

4 1 suppose you don’t know what she wanted to see the dean 
about ? ’ 

4 No, I don't.’ 

4 Or what she and the precentor are talking about now ? ’ 

4 If you want to know that,’ said Powell, 4 why not ask them ? 
They're in the smoking-room.’ 

4 I don't think they’d tell me if I did ask them.’ 

4 No,’ said Powell, 4 1 don't suppose they would. And quite 
right too. Look here, inspector, you and I have always been 
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pretty good friends. You won’t mind my giving you a bit of 
advice. Don’t go starting a scandal about the precentor and this 
girl. You’ll only burn your fingers if you do. The dean and 
chapter won’t like it, and it’ll turn out afterwards 

* _ 4 _ __ ^ man and C\ 



• I’m glad to hear it, and if I were you i 
girl of anything either. I don’t say she s a member of the Young 

Women’s Christian Association, she s not that type " 
at anyway. But so far as I know she hasn t done anything 

the police need interfere with.’ c m allwavs 

‘ I suppose you don’t happen to know, said Small ways, 

‘ whether she was mixed up with Cresswood ini any)' • 

‘ I don’t know anything about that Cresswood was engagejl 

to be married to some girl or other. He use Elsie Hi n 

it, but I never heard her name. It might 

but it’s far more likely to have been somebo y • voo d's 
her down here before, and, as I say, I never heard Cresswoou 

^ The*™ another matter I’d like to speak to yon‘ 

Smallways, ‘ and I may as well take the chance n 

You know old Redington, I suppose ? body in Car- 

4 The dean’s butler? Of course I do. Everyo . 

minster knows Redington.’ 9 , 

‘ And you know everybody in Carminster . Redin 

‘ I know everybody who likes a glass of beer. AndoldRedin^ 

ton comes in for his pretty regularly between c 

the Deanery.* 

*- And talks, I suppose ? ’ , 

4 Everybody talks, mostly about the weather. any . 

4 Come now, Mr. Powell,’ said Smallways, r > d J^hant. 

thing out of you is like pulling a tooth out of a 

Why won’t you open your mouth ? ’ h t ^ » 

- 4 What is it you w^ant to know? If about 

servants in the Deanery, who’s the housemaid s y g 
that sort of thing, I don’t know any to tell you. 

4 What I want you to tell me-’ said Smallways. But g 

no further than that at the moment. leaving 

Dennis had finished his talk with Elsie H.U and n ”V o[ th e 
the inn. Smallways caught sight of him as he wen 
smoking-room across the courtyard. He stepped ou 
room and stopped thfe precentor. 

4 Well,’ he said, 4 seen the lady ? ’ 


4 Yes,’ said Dennis, * and it’s no good. She won’t let me talk 
to you.’ 

4 And you won’t do it without her leave ? ’ 

4 No, I won’t. No boy on a burning deck could be firmer than 
1 am. “ Would not go without his father’s word ”, and so forth. 
Most heroic. Just my line.’ \ 

4 Perhaps you’ll change your mind if I tell you who the lady is,' 
said Smallways. 4 She’s the daughter of Hill, the convict, the 
man who was verger here and got seven years for burglary.’ 

Dennis whistled softly. He remembered that Elsie’s ‘ darling 
Dad ’ was the composer of the lost or stolen hymn tune. The 
affair, always interesting, was becoming actually thrilling. 

4 And the father died in the prison hospital about a fortnight 
ago or thereabouts,’ said Smallways. 

Dennis remembered that the hymn tune had been composed by 
the 4 darling Dad ’ on his death-bed. Elsie, in the character of a 
dutiful and affectionate daughter, had made great play with the 
pathos of the situation. 

4 Feel any more inclined to talk now,’ said Smallways, 4 or do 
you still think you are bound to respect the young lady’s con¬ 
fidence ? ’ 

4 1 say,’ said Dennis, 4 this is getting a bit thick, isn’t it? First 
of all, a fellow who calls himself Bently comes here searching-for a 
Tc Deum. He turns out to be a convict, just out of quod. Then 
a young woman who turns out to be the daughter of another 
convict- You’re sure about that, Smallways?’ 

4 Fairly sure.’ 

4 Very well. The daughter of another convict, who is dead, 
turns up and starts a search for a hymn tune. Now, I don’t say 
a hymn tune is a Te Deum but they’re both more or less music, 
or are supposed to be. It looks rather as if Bently and the girl 
were after the same thing.’ 

4 That’s what I’m inclined to think,’ said Smallways. 4 But I’d 
be in a better position to know what is going on if you’d tell me 
what that young woman said to you.’ 

4 At the present moment I can’t tell you anything,’ said Dennis, 
‘ for I ought to be at the cathedral, taking the boys’ practice in 
the Song School. In fact, I ought to have been there ten minutes 
ago, and 1 hate being late. 1 say, Smallways, I suppose your 
mind is so much occupied with this intriguing conspiracy about a 
hymn tune that you’d scarcely notice a petty theft even if you 
saw one committed ? ’ 

‘ If that young lady of yours, Miss Elsie Hill-’ 

‘ Oh, she’s not the criminal this time,’ said Dennis. 4, Do you 
see that bicycle ? ’—he pointed to a dilapidated machine which 
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was leaning against the wall outside the ‘ Mitre ‘ well, that 
bike isn’t mine,’ said Dennis, ‘ but I’m going to jump on it and 
ride as hard as I can to the cathedral. If the owner turns up you 
can tell him that he’ll find it outside the Song School at the 
/'othpriml Tf he asks vou why you didn’t stop me when you saw 
m“ng h, h afi a yo k uCe Jiy is that you W meditating on 

the mystery of the stolen hymn tune. ^ 

4 ujva if vnn want it.’ said . 

Powell 

sirrr - « ■**- 

"iways went back to Powell, who was waiting for him. ^ 

£5^1; wsgsjjs t a zs s 

Deanery and cross-questiom g Grosvenor would kick up 

dean would like it, *>dl m. w ^in has been saying things, 
the hell of a row. Ot corns , ° him an d the dean too if 

“ 6 ry W But mX £A 1 U. .Here's anything to 
“‘"weU/^well, * 

cathedral when Cresswood fell off jnquest because the 

‘ I know that. It didn’t ^f^^^cTesswood’s death 

s^meTpldn enough without ^dTn^ ,l ^ ^ 

S0 . He says the "can hlard Cresswood crash and 

afterwards heard him walking about. , 

‘ Ah,' said Smallways,' the dean says **. d ° esi he . s 

• Yes. He's said it to Redmgton. more , he says 

said it to Miss Gros, f en ° r Cresswood fell fonvards and not 
that according to the dean e £ eyb oards so that every note in the 

°"“' Ttart RediDgt ° a ' S St0r> '- 


He’s told it here half a dozen times. It’s all over the town now 
and everybody’s talking about it.’ 

‘ And do you believe it ? ’ 

‘ I believe Redington heard the dean tell the story. Is that 
what you mean ? Redington’s rather an old fool, but he wouldn’t 
invent a story like that and say the dean told it.’ 

4 What I mean is this: do you believe the dean’s story of what 
happened that night ? ’ 

4 Of course I don’t. Everybody knows Cresswood fell back¬ 
wards. He couldn’t have cracked his skull if he’d fallen forwards 
over the keyboards, and of course I don’t believe that he walked 
about after he was dead.’ 

4 Then you think that the dean’s mind- Eh ? ’ 

4 1 think that Miss Grosvenor and the doctor are perfectly 
right to say as little as possible about that story, and I think 
Redington ought to have kept his mouth shut. Everybody knows 
that the dean is an old man, but nobody wants to think that his 
mind’s going. I dare say it isn't. I dare say this is only a passing 
delusion and he’ll get over it. Hang it all, Smallways, it’s not to 
be wondered that he was a bit upset. I shouldn’t have liked it 
if I’d been in the cathedral and heard Cresswood fall. You 
wouldn't have liked it yourself. It’s no wonder the dean’s gone a 
bit queer.’ 

4 The precentor says,’ said Smallways, 4 that the dean’s as sane 
as you or I.’ , 

4 1 dare say he is,’ said Powell, 4 in most ways. But lots of 
fellows who are quite sane in other ways have a delusion or two.’ 

4 I’d better see Redington anyhow.’ 

4 You can if you like; but if you take my advice you won’t. 
What is the good of advertising the fact that the dean’s gone 
dotty in the head ? That’s all you’ll do, you know, even if 
Redington repeats the whole story, which he probably won’t.’ 


CHAPTER XV 

DENNIS reached the Song School and found thirty boys waiting 
for him outside the door. They were waiting hopefully and in 
good temper. Dennis was more than ten minutes late. It was 
possible^—as the jninutes passed it became actually probable— 
that he^had forgotten about the practice and would not be there 
at all. There were boats on the river which might be borrowed, 
and there was, less than a mile away, a bathing-pool. Boating 
and bathing were pleasanter occupations than singing anthems 


on warm summer afternoons. Perhaps the precentor had 

forgotten the practice. , , . , 

Dennis’s arrival was a disappointment, but the boys concealed 

their feelings very well. They welcomed Dennis with smiles, 
which shows that they were at heart good boys, for they knew 
very well that they were in for at least an hour’s hard singing. 

Dennis, though excited by the news which Smallways had 
given him, did not allow his private interests to interfere with 1his 
duty. He remembered Carson’s complaint of the use which had 

been made of the Song School piano. 

‘ Boys,’ he said, ‘ before we begin our practice I want to know 

which of you was in here this morning playing the piano. You 
know jolly well that you’ve no right to do that. You a 

piano of your own, and if you want to thump you can thump it 
I want to know who the culprit is. If he owns up I won t be oo 
hard on him. If he doesn’t own up I will drop on him heavily. 

The welcoming smile disappeared from the boys lips They 
stood in silence staring at Dennis. They were honourable boys 
nurtured in the traditions of English school life. Every one of 
them knew who the culprit was, but not one of them so much as 
Planced in his direction to see whether he was going to confess 0T 
not The idea of telling Dennis who he was never entered their 

^eculpnCmaCd^s^af^ res,. He was certain that 
none of his fellows would betray him, and he argued that Dennis s 

^oXoww" 

tough a confession 7 SO ta en 

“i'vmw'ell • said Dennis. ‘ Saturdays, as you know, are half- 
holiday^, and half-holidays at this time of year are very pleasant 
things. We all enjoy them don to? sure wha( 


of. That is how next ^ifithflie Song 

know on Saturday morning at latest » m ^ ^ jt wiU be as 

School piano. Don’t g et ll mt0 y° won ’ t \ shall rather 
unpleasant for me as it will be for you. It won 



like it. I shall have a hammock chair, a nice book, a jar of home¬ 
made lemonade, and a dish of strawberries and cream, which I 

* \ 
shall consume in a leisurely way while you are doing long division 

sums. And don’t take me up wrongly. I don’t want any one to 
sneak. In fact, I shall be seriously angry if any one does, and I 
don’t want to get an anonymous letter giving me the name of the 
criminal. We can’t have that sort of spirit in the school. What 

I suggest to you is this: you have this evening- Let’s see, it’s 

Wednesday, isn’t it ? ’ 

‘ Yes, sir,’ said the boys, glad to be able to say something that 
did not commit them in any way. 

‘ Very well. You have before you this evening, the whole of 
Thursday, and the whole of Friday. You have not, at this time 
of year, got any football boots, but you have got cricket stumps, 
and they can be applied forcibly to that part of the body which is 
usually kicked of the boy who thumped the Song School piano. 
If applied with vigour at all convenient times between this and 
Saturday morning that boy will probably come to me and 
voluntarily confess his crime. In that case there will be no long 
division sums. Otherwise there will. Got that? Sure you 
understand ? Very well. We shall now go into the Song School 
and do our practising. The anthem for next Sunday afternoon ’ 
—he drew a paper from his pocket—‘ ah, how appropriate ! 
“ How good and joyful a thing it is, brethren, to dwell together in 
unity ” by Royds. You'll like singing that, I’m sure. The boy 
who thumped the piano will particularly enjoy it. He will be 
looking forward to a practical demonstration between this and 
Saturday of how good and joyful a thing it is when the rest of you 
are reallv united.’ 

He opened the door of the Song School as he spoke. The boys 
followed him in with rueful smiles on their faces. They recog¬ 
nized the astuteness and the fundamental justness of Dennis’s 
plan; but they were evidently not sure whether, even with the 

aid ot cricket stumps, they would be able to secure their Saturday 
half-holiday. J 

There was a distribution of music, and the boys stood ready to 
shout the praises ol brotherly unity. Dennis opened the piano 
and struck a chord. From the music-stand in front of him a 
sheet of paper slipped down and lay on the keyboard. 

It was rather an unusual sheet of paper, measuring nine inches 
b) se\en, neither foolscap nor quarto nor ordinary note-paper 
size.»It was fairly thick, of moderate quality. It was ruled from 
top to bottom with blue lines, set close together. One side of it 
was blank; on the other side was some music, rather untidily 
scrawled, the ruled blue lines being used for the lines of the treble 
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and bass clefs. Dennis glanced at it, but had no time to study it 
carefully. In response to the chord he struck the boys were off at 

full cry: ‘Behold how good and joyful a thing-’ Dennis 

stuffed the paper into his pocket, seized the baton which lay on 
top of the piano, and rapped sharply. 

The composer of the anthem, in order to bring home to a con- 
• gregation the meaning of the Psalmist’s words, had ordained that 
‘ joyful a thing ’ should be sung fifteen times over in quick succes¬ 
sion. At the fourteenth repetition the boys missed a beat. That 
was why Dennis rapped with his baton and made them begin 
again. This time they triumphed over the whole fifteen ‘joyful 
things ’, but came to grief at ‘ unity ’ when they reached that word 
for the first time. Dennis'was a conscientious choir-master. He 
pulled them up again. He pointed out that though unity is a 
thing which it is delightful to linger over they must cut it a little 
short for the sake of an important tenor lead which was to follow. 

So for more than a quarter of an hour they struggled with the 
permutations and commutations of the words devised by the in¬ 
genious Dr. Royds. After that they spent another half hour over 
an entirely new Magnificat by a composer who thought that the 
idea of putting down the mighty from their seat could best e 
expressed by giving the words to bass voices and making them go 
lower and lower, until the final ‘ seat ’ came on F below the lowest 
line of the bass clef. The same line of thought had led him to 
write the passaged the boys descriptive of the exaltation ol the 
humble and meek, an exaltation that went as far as A above the 
line, and on that note every single boy went dismally Hat. ■ ie y 
were getting tired, and Dennis, a humane man though a s ric 
choir-master, recognized that there was little hope that afternoon 
of getting the humble and meek up to the place prepare or 

them. He dismissed the boys. . 

Instead of darting straight out of the Song School in their usua 

way they lingered, whispering together. At last an unwi mg 
spokesman was pushed to the front. This was Sana Hodson, 
holder of Lord Carminster’s latest and most valuable scholarship. 
He was obviously unwilling to come forward, but the others 

pushed and goaded him. 

‘ Please, sir,’ said Sam, and then stopped. 

‘ Please, Hodson,’ said Dennis. . 

4 Please, sir,’ said Hodson again. ‘ About that Saturday halt- 

holiday?’ ... 

4 Likely to be spent, I fear, in doing long division sums, while 

I shall be eating strawberries and cream.’ 

4 Please, sir,’ said Hodson, 4 if the boys were to turn to ana 

beat bim with cricket stumps, wouldn’t that be enough, sir . 
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mean to say, sir, please, sir—if the boys were to give him a good 
beating, we wouldn’t have to stay in on Saturday afternoon, 
would we, sir ? ’ 

‘ if I were satisfied,’ said Dennis, 4 that the punishment was 
thorough I should not want to do anything more to him, and the 
whole school could play cricket as usual. But there must be no 
sham about it. A couple of taps with a stump will not be 
sufficient.’ 

4 No, sir,’ said the boys in chorus, joyfully. 4 You trust us, sir. 
We’ll give it to him proper. He’ll get it in the neck.’ 

4 Not in the neck,’ said Dennis. 4 In quite a different part of 
the body. A series of heavy blows on the neck with a cricket 
stump might injure the spinal cord, which would be an excessive 
punishment. No harm will be done by forty or fifty strokes on a 
part of the body which I propose to indicate.’ 

He fumbled in his pocket and drew out a piece of paper, the 
very sheet which slipped off the music-stand. This time he looked 
at it, and for a minute studied the scribbled notes. It seemed 
likely that the culprit who had played the piano had left the 
paper behind him when he fled into the cathedral, terrified by the 
sudden appearance of Carson. 

4 Ah,’ said Dennis, •* I see that our pianist is also a composer 
and was playing a tune of his own. That makes his fault worse. 
The punishment must therefore be more severe.’ 

4 Yes, sir,’ said the boys. 4 We’ll give it him, sir, hot and 
strong.' 

4 On the portion of his body,’ said Dennis, 4 which I shall now 
suggest.’ 

Dennis turned over the paper which he field. On the back of it 
he wrote a well-known and often quoted tag from Horace: 

Post equitem sedet atra cura. 

4 Now, Hodson,’ he said, 4 can you translate that classical 

gem ? ’ 

Hodson took the paper and looked at it. His study of Latin 
literature had taken him as far as the third book of the Odes of 
Horace. 

4 Yes, sir,’ he said. 4 1 think so, sir.’ 

4 Very well, then,’ said Dennis, 4 translate aloud so that every 
one can hear you.’ 

'"Post equitem",' said Hodson, 4 behind the horsemen; 

seflet ”, sit s;«.yatra cura ”, black care.’ 

4 TJiat,’ said Dennis, 4 is the commonly accepted but quite 
erroneous translation of the line. The correct rendering is this: 
"Post equitem", after horse-back riding; 44 atra ” (feminine, 
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you observe), the dark lady; “sedet", sits down; “cum” 
(ablative), with care.’ 

The boys giggled. One or two of them had actually ridden 
horses. All of them knew, by experience of one kind or another, 

. what it was to sit down with care. 

‘ Very well,’ said Dennis, ‘ if the boy who played the Song 
Sfthool piano finds himself forced to sit down with extreme care 
next Friday evening, the school will have its usual half-holiday on 
Saturday and nothing more will be said about the piano playing. 

This time the boys accepted their dismissal and tramped joy¬ 
fully out of the Song School. The practice, owing to their failure 
to exalt the meek to the proper note, had been a little shorter than 
usual. They had a clear half hour before evensong. 

Dennis sat down to the piano and propped up the sheet ol 
paper with the notes on it in front of him. It is not every day that 
one comes across an original composition by a choir-boy. He 
thought he would like to see what the thing was like. He struck 
a few notes and then paused, staring hard at the paper. 



The time signature was plainly a mistake. Dennis ignored it 
and played the first four bars in their natural rhythm. He recog¬ 
nized at once that they were part of a tune which he knew, quite 
a familiar tune. He could not at the moment say what tune it 
was, but he felt fairly sure that it belonged to a hymn. The choir¬ 
boy, whoever he was, was a shameless plagiarist. He had copied 
his first four bars—even the harmonies seemed familiar—straigh. 
from Hymns Ancient and Modern, the English Hymnal, or some 
other collection in ordinary use. The only touch of originality 
was the time signature, and that was so obviously wrong that no 
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one with any knowledge of music could possibly have set it down. 
There was, indeed, no need to put a time signature at all. The 
rhythm was quite obvious, that march of a man with a game leg, 
so commonly used in English hymns. 

Dennis played it over again as far as the double bar. He knew 
it—knew it perfectly well—but he could not fix the hymn it 
belonged to or decide which hymnal it came from. He left it flbr 
the moment and went on to the notes which followed the double 
bar. Here he found himself completely bewildered. There was 
neither time, tune, nor harmony. The thing was not music at all. 
1 1 was a jumble of entirely meaningless notes. If one of the choir¬ 
boys had written such stuff and, having written it, had gone into 
the Song School in order to play it, that boy deserved the worst 
beating any boy ever had. His musical education, toiled at by 
Dennis and the deceased Cresswood, had been entirely wasted. 

Then suddenly he thought of something else that this odd 
jumble of notes might be. Was it possible that this was the com¬ 
position which Bently had sought for so eagerly, which Elsie Hill 
wanted desperately ? It was certainly not a Te Deum, or the 
beginning, or the roughest jottings of a beginning, of a Te Deum. 
The first few bars were part of a hymn tune, but most assuredly 
that hymn tune had not been composed by Elsie’s father upon 
his death-bed. It was a common tune, copied out accurately 
enough, so far as Dennis could see, from some hymn-book or 
other. What possible value could such a manuscript hjive unless 
the value lay in that jumble of notes after the double bar, notes 
which had no connexion with the tune or with any other tune 

Dennis sat touching the notes of the piano lightly, humming 
the tune as he played it. In a minute or two he found himself 
able to complete the tune and hum the remaining bars. Then the 
words came to him: 

Jerusalem, my happy home, 

When shall I come to thee ? 

* When shall my sorrows have an end ? 

Thy joys when shall I see ? 

Well, if Elsie’s father copied out that tune on his death-bed the 
sentiment of the words which belonged to it was suitable enough. 
1 he aspiration oi a dying saint! The man was apparently not a 
saint, or ha. not been a saint all his life. If Smallways was right 
he had been a burglar. But even a burglar, though not actually a 
sair.«„might have pious aspirations on his death-bed. Dennis was 
qune ready to believe in a tardy repentance; but, then, why had 
the man written those notes—a sort of musical printer’s pie— 
alter the first four bars of his tune? What on earth did they 
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mean ? And what about the perfectly unnecessary time signa¬ 
ture ? Any one could see how the time went, and no one could 
possibly suppose that it went in sevens and eights. 

Dennis picked up a hymn-book, an Ancient and Modern, to 
make sure that he was right in his recollection of the words. The 
hymn was there, but with a different tune. He tried the English 
Hymnal and was rewarded at once. There were the words, and 
therp was the tune of which he had the first four bars in his 
manuscript. The words he had been humming were the first 
verse of an immensely long hymn, with no less than twenty-six 
verses, noted by the compilers of the book as suitable for singing 
in procession on saints’ days. On account of its extreme length 
it was given three tunes, and the first of them was the tune which 
the choir-boy, or Elsie’s father, had copied out. 

It was called ‘ A traditional English Melody ’. Choirs were 
directed to sing it in moderate time, a minim being reckoned 
equal to 144 metronome beats. But none of this information 
was of the slightest use to Dennis. The hymn-book suggested no 
explanation of the mad notes which followed the double bar, or 
of the ridiculous time signature. They certainly suggested no 
reason why Bently, or Binder, or whatever the man’s name was, 
should want the thing so badly that he was prepared to pay for 
it He could have got the tune, the whole of it, by buying or 
borrowing a copy of the English Church Hymnal. Indeed, if he 
disliked buying or borrowing, there would have been no great 

difficulty in stealing a copy of the book. 

As to the other notes—those which followed the double bar- 
no one could possibly want them. Unless the choir-boy, it it was 
a choir-boy, had gone suddenly mad, or Elsie’s father had become 
wildly delirious it was impossible to account for these other notes, 
and they could have no value or interest. 

There was no way of explaining Binder’s desire for the thing, 
and it was not easy to hit on a plausible explanation of Elsie’s 
eagerness. A very sentimental girl, deeply attached to her father, 
might value his last attempt to express a spiritual and beautiful 
aspiration. But it was not easy to imagine Elsie swayed by such 
feelings. He found it difficult to believe that she cared much 
whether her father yearned for Jerusalem or not. It seemed un¬ 
likely that he had, but perhaps a man who stole emeralds while 
on earth might regard a very golden Jerusalem as his spiritual 

home. . . , r 

It seemed on the whole more likely that the manuscript before 

him was the work of one of his choir-boys; but Dennis was un¬ 
willing to believe this. It would be a dull explanation of what 
otherwise might be a really fascinating mysteiy. And there were 
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pood reasons for refusing to be driven back on to the choir-boy. 
It was most unlikely that a choir-boy would copy a tune out of a 
hymn-book. What pleasure or what prospect of gain was there 
in such' a performance ? And there was the paper to be con¬ 
sidered. Where could a choir-boy get such a piece of paper ? 
Nothing like it in size, texture, or the way in which the lines were 
ruled was used in the school. Dennis had never seen paper 
exactly like it anywhere. He held it up to the light to discover a 
water-mark. There was none discernible. The most careful 
scrutiny of it told him nothing except that it had been tom, 
probably along a fold, from another sheet of the same size. It 
would not have been easy for a choir-boy to have obtained a 

double, folded, sheet of such paper. 

Dennis was still speculating when the striking of the cathedral 
clock warned him that he had only a quarter of an hour left 
before evensong. He folded the paper and put it away in his 
pocket. If he were lucky he might get a cup of tea before even¬ 
song, though if he did he would certainly have to risk a rebuke 
from the archdeacon by running across the close afterwards. 


CHAPTER XVI 

A WEEKDAY evensong in Carminster Cathedral affords to the 
thoughtful man certain opportunities for quiet meditation, especi¬ 
ally when the archdeacon is reading the lessons. He is the 
possessor of a soothing voice, and he has cultivated to the highest 
degree that emotionless kind of reading which is characteristic of 
Anglican dignitaries, especially those who come from Oxford. 
The archdeacon can reduce even the most exciting Old Testament 
stories to a gentle monotony not unpleasant to listen to, some¬ 
thing like the distant cawing of rooks on a summer evening. On 
the evening of Dennis's threat to the choir-boys he had to read a 
chapter from the first Book of Samuel, to which it would have 
been difficult to listen even if it had been declaimed by an old- 
fashioned Shakespearean actor. The prophet’s objection to the 
establishment of a monarchy, read by the archdeacon, in no way 
disturbed the thought of any one who wished to think. 

Dennis had' a good deal to think about, and welcomed the 
chance which the lesson gave him. 

He wanted to make up his mind about the tune which he had 
found. Ought he to take it to Elsie Hill and ask her if it were 
what she wanted ? Ought he to take it straight to Inspector 
Smallways ? Or should he assume that it meant nothing at all, 
tear it up, and forget all about it ? 

100 



The archdeacon had reached the prophet's anticipation that 
the new king would require both confectioners and cooks, when 
Dennis decided that he was in honour bound to show the tune to 
Elsie She might be the daughter of a convict, but that w as no 
nroof that she^herself was a criminal. In any case her father s 
Lpi from honesty did not absolve him from his promise to help 
, P . j hpr tline Tf it turned out that the tune was hers, com- 

nosed ofcopied out by heXher, he would ask her if she knew 
P, . ■. —pJpt whv her father had chosen that particular hymn, 
and what denotes “ double bar were, "if she gave him 

“ y d fayt C S“btuUU 0 Sm^ways’or a^odydT If she 

SSssrssssSE&TKSi- 

«S Si 1 CSC" foranesplMi- 

att ‘Yo°u n have, I understand, been looking into Cresswood's 

^Y^’said Dennis, ‘ almost without a pause since he died.’ 

• nen no doubt you have found his keys. 1 think -there was 

a n^pro ch in tl^e 

o h r e ganisrhad 0 o y f 0 toe doors of the south transept and the Song 

SC ''l haven’t come across them,’ said Dennis, ‘ but I told Carson 
to have a good lo ok for them. I expect Cresswood dropped them 

^•^attach some importance to the recovery of those keys,’ said 

^N^doubt^he^ey^werrimportant, and the archdeacon was 

S ^TteU Carson to search again,’ said Dennis. 
in thecathedS. They weren’t in his pockets or anywhere in his 

house.’ 
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‘ When they are found,’ said the archdeacon, ‘ they should be 
handed over to me at once.’ 

After this Dennis managed to disengage himself from the arch¬ 
deacon and hurried off to the Mitre Inn to find Elsie. 

He was met at the door by Powell, who told him that Miss Hill 
had left Carminster. She had just managed, after a hurried 
scramble, to catch the 3.45 train for London. 

‘ Gone ? ’ said Dennis, to whom this news was very surprising. 

‘ Why ? ’ 

4 She didn't tell me why.’ 

‘ She may not have told you,’ said Dennis, ‘ but I expect you 
know \yithout being told.’ 

4 Girls,’ said Powell sententiously, 4 take sudden notions into 
their heads.’ 

4 Every one knows that,’ said Dennis. ‘ What I’m trying to get 
out of you is why this particular girl took this particular notion 
into hers.’ 

4 There’s no use trying to keep anything from you, Mr. Dennis, 
but I haven’t much to tell. She came out of the smoking-room 
ten minutes after you left and she saw Inspector Smallways stand¬ 
ing there talking to me. It was about her he was talking, and she 
might have guessed that by the look of him, though she couldn’t 
have heard what he was saying. Whether she did or not I don’t 
know. Anyhow, as soon as she saw him she went straight up to 
her bedroom and packed her suit-case. Then she rang the bell 
and asked for her bill. She paid it too. Smallways may say what 
he likes about her being the daughter of a burglar, but she was 
honest enough so far as I had any dealings with her. She ordered 
a taxi to take her to the station. I thought myself that she’d miss 
the train, but she must have caught it, for she didn’t come back 
here.’ 

4 And you think it was the sight of Smallways drove her away.’ 

4 I didn't say that,’ said Powell. 

4 1 know you didn’t say ft. If you had said it I’d take for 
granted that you thought it. It’s just because you didn’t say it 
that I’m asking you whether you thought it.’ 

4 If it wasn’t the sight of the inspector that sent her off I don’t 
know what it was.’ 

Elsie Hill had shown a strong dislike of the police more than 
once since Dennis first met her. He began to suspect that she 
must have some good reason for her feeling. Only those afflicted 
with guilty consciences bolt at the sight of a policeman. Elsie 
must have thought that Smallways was making inquiries about 
her. Perhaps she had heard him say something which frightened 
her-her own name or her father’s. At all events her flight 
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seemed to absolve Dennis from his promise of secrecy. If she 
were planning any kind of evil-doing it was plainly his duty to 

tell Smallways all he knew about her. 

He left the inn and went to the police station.. 

‘ Smallways,’ he said, ‘ that girl we were talking about, Elsie 

Hill, has left Carminster.’ , 

‘ I knew that,’ said Smallways. I knew it before she got into 

the train. But don’t let that wcyry you. 111 put my hands on 

her any time I want her. 1 sent a wire to Scotland Yard asking 

I’ve changed my mind about telling you 

what she said to me.’ 

‘ Ifyou gomfortog so infernally superior,’ said Dennis,‘‘I'll 
chanee my mind again and not tell you a single word. Now don t 
shoot of/any silly talk about compounding a felony and being 

liable to s^re penalties. I’m not 

you. And I’m not telling you because it s the _dut)- of b ; 
citizen to aid the law. I’m an Irishman and that sort ot talk 
strikes me as piffle. Considering the ridiculous laws we have now 
and the enormous number of them-fresh ones every day-I 
should be inclined to say that it is the duty of every good1 citizen 
to hinder the enforcement of law in every wayhescan,.and put 

as many obstacles as possible in the way of the police. 

Inspector Smallways chuckled fatly. v . 

‘ So long as you tell me what you know, he said, 1 ? on 1 c ® 
why you do it But I’ll be surprised if you ve anything to 

m VhaTwafp n e'rhfpsThfw?ses y t'.hiog he could have said. No one 
likes to told that his cherished secret is valueless, and most 
people will blurt out anything in order to prove that what e> 

yours^was never satisfied. But I do want to know what all this 
fuss is about You understand that. Very well then. Tha 

young woman, Elsie Hill, came to Car ™ ns ^ t0 , find a tUn 
which she thought was among Cresswood s papers. 

4 You told me that much before. rv , nArA j t 

. wasn't the tune which Cresswood had composed. I 

thought U must be when I first heard of it, but it wasn't. It was a 
tunefhe sent to Cresswood, hoping that he would play it on t 
Sral orgln. lt was composed, or at all events cop.ed out, 

by her father while he was dying. 

‘ I thought it might be.’ 



‘ You couldn't possibly have thought anything of the sort, 
said Dennis. 4 Nobody could have thought that. I couldn t 
have thought it myself unless I'd been told it by Elsie. 

He was a good-deal irritated by this continued assumption of 
superior knowledge. He knew that SmaUways’ mind worked 
slowly, though methodically and correctly. He knew that he was 
far more likely than the inspector to make swift guesses. It was 
incredible to him that SmaUways could have deduced the odd 
fact that Elsie's father wrote a hymn tune on his death-bed. For 
a moment he felt inclined to say nothing more, and to allow 
SmaUways to guess if he could where the tune was. But the 
temptation to spring a surprise on the impassive inspector was 

too strong for him. , 

4 I’ve got the tune in my pocket,’ he said. 

This time he succeeded in producing the effect he wished. 
SmaUways did not actuaUy express surprise or delight—that 
would have been too much to expect—but he was plainly eager 
to see the tune. 

4 1 hope you mean to show it to me,’ he said. 

Dennis took it from his pocket and laid it on the table. 

4 Now what do you make of that ? ’ he said. 

SmaUways looked at it carefully. He even whistled a few notes. 

4 1 seem to know that tune,’ he said. 

As a member of the voluntary choir which sang in the nave 
service on Sunday evenings he knew a good many hymn tunes. - 
4 Of course you do,’ said Dennis. 4 You’ve sung it scores of 
times, and so have I. “ Jerusalem, My Happy Home ”, out of 
the English Hymnal.’ 

‘ Jerusalem !' ’ said SmaUways, lingering over each syllable. 
He was using the name of the Judean capital as an exclamation ot 
surprise, not merely repeating the first word of the hymn. 

4 Now,’ said Dennis, 4 you go in for knowing everything before 
vou are told. You've adopted an attitude of what I can only call 
offensive superiority ever since I came into this room. Each time 
I've said anything you’ve sneered and said that you were aware of 
that, although you weren’t and couldn’t have been. I’m not 
complaining of"that. It’s the natural and inevitable result of 
being in an official position of any kind. You aU do it and I 
suppose you can’t help it, but I think you ought to justify the 
attitude occasionally by showing that you really do know some¬ 
thing which other people don't know. What do you make of 
that tune ?” 

4 What are the chords after the double bar ? They’re not part 
of the tune.’ 

4 To quote your own words,’ said Dennis, 4 1 know that. I 
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knew it before you told me. In fact I know more. Not only are 
those chords no part of the tune, they’re not even_ proper chords 

They’re just notes set down higgiedy-piggiedy,^ d 
a large pepper-box full of minims and crochets and shook it 

a Cd°X P < r about the time si— V said Smallways. 

‘ There’s no.such thing as 7/8 time. ts there _ 

• As a matter offset there ^ 
and hardly ever used but it wis^ be sure of is that 

Tschaikovski inventedlit. ^^thingy y if any one did it 
nobody ever wrote a hymn tune in 7/8 time, or n a y 

W ‘ S to tell me. So far, 

tion of this mystery. It s quite time -youid written 

‘ Then I will,’ said Smallways. The P a per ™ ^ are 
on is the paper served out to P^one n J ]n fact> j ; don ' t 
■ allowed to write letters. It s un ^ h |? re< it's given out in 

think I’ve ever seen it m ^ oSe/half^f this sheet hadn’t been 
forn’off^u’d'find^h^dfficial regulations governing prisoners 
correspondence printed on the first page of the four. 

Dennis whistled. . , e , ♦ <. a ; d 

‘ Then it did come from Elsie s fat i , h ‘ . A11 we 

‘ We’re not sure of that even> now. said Small v y ^ & 

know for certain is that the pap ^ can » t b e sure yet.’ < 
prisoner. Whether it was H U , t be so slow an d sure. 

* For goodness sake, Small y , ... b There’s not 

The thing is as plain as anything MP y down that tune. 

-BraSS* 

: ^ do."Anything 3 like^'guess from $ will be a startling 

00 A you aU I guess and aU I know about this damned affair 
will you help me to “ °££“ Ue ."^Damned affair ” 1 I like 

*X=i affair ” 1 Co on, 

Sm ,S to go back,’ said Smallways. ’ Before 1 go on I must 

go back five years to the Carminster jewel robbery, 
o • 1U) 



‘ Oh, that! Cut it as short as you can. I know it all already.’ 

♦ You know that Hill was convicted and four more men as 

well ? ’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ And you know that the jewels were never found ? They 
weren’t sold. We know that, for not a single one of them ever 
came on the market anywhere. As you can guess, a pretty sharp 
watch was kept on all emeralds which were sold after that 
robbery. The presumption is that they were hidden somewhere. 

‘ I know all that. I’m rather enjoying this, Smallways. It s 
nice to be able to say “ Buzz, buzz ”, which h Shakespearean for 

stale news, whenever you tell me anything.’ 

4 Well, here’s something that's perhaps new to you. Hill knew 
where the jewels were hidden. He was the leader and the brains 
of the whole party, but none of the others knew. The four who 
jjot five years each didn’t know what Hill had done with the 
jewels. We're pretty sure of that. There was a good deal of 
pressure put on them to induce them to tell. The insurance com¬ 
pany had to pay up to Lord Carminster, and naturally wanted to 
find the jewels so as to be able to get its money back. In fact I m 
telling you this unofficially, for I’ve no right to tell it at all—if 
one of those men would have told where the jewels were he could 
have got off altogether. The case against Binder or any of the 
others would have been dropped if he’d told. The men, Binder 
and the rest, were questioned and cross-questioned, threatened 
and offered bribes. The conclusion we came to was that none of 
them knew—except Hill. Binder, for instance, would have told 
like a shot if he’d known. He’s the kind of man who’d blab out 
* anything to save himself. And there Was more in it than merely 
getting off. I happen to know that the insurance company offered 
him a thousand pounds and the police offered to withdraw the 
case against him if he told. He didn’t, because he couldn’t.’ 

‘ I see,’ said Dennis. ‘ Hill, I suppose, meant to collar the 
whole swag for himself when he got out of quod. A pretty 
sickening sort of swine he must have been.’ 

4 We are not sure of that,’ said Smallways. ‘ Hill may have 
meant to play fair with the others, but he wasn’t going to trust 
them. He knew he would get the longest sentence, and if they 
knew where to look for the jewels when they got out there 
mightn’t have been much left for him when he did.’ 

‘ Yes. I see t ut. But Hill never got out. He died. Binder 
got c •; but Hill died.’ 

” ‘I, the prison hospital, of pneumonia.’ 

‘ And the secret with him ? ’ 

‘ That's exactly what we aren't sure of. Hill might have passed 
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the secret on.' 1 'm'tellingyou official ^retsnow, a^d ifyou^go 

gossiping about them you 11 get me in o chose Binder 

given every chance of passing on t e s .^ e . the * next bed 
was put into the hospital too-put beside, HiU, mto the next^^ 

-and Binder was due for a• [ u his good . C onduct marks 

first of the lot to get out, tor he ea g kne w 

and shortened his sentence The idea^itnaiwn 

he was dying he’d to him 

likely enough, didn t it? The s^envou ^ ^ , 

when he was dead, and he cou * rd n J j dea t he police 

‘ Quite a sound scheme,’ said Dennis. 1 d no iota F 

were so crafty.’ Smallwavs ‘ the idea came from the 

‘ As a matter of fact, sai Y ^ Qf a • b t0 persu ade 

insurance company, and they h t0 regulations and 

the prison authorities to 

that sort of thing, you know. I > Y Home secretary it 
interested himself and put a squ pretty big 

never would have> beeni done^^ h ^“ot t he sort of things 
bug and can get things done, eve y done, and 

that people talk about afterwards A^how it^ if he chose .’ 

• what the insurance company wante • Scotland yard both 

‘ Exactly. • The insurance cop Y did _ up to a point. . 

meant to keep their eye on Bind , Y Carminster in 

They saw him off at Padd / n g " y much what they ex- 

his pocket. That seemed all right r£ very te - m this 

ro?nd! n anTso°on he T m h a at w* the simple, plain thing to do, bu, 
they didn’t do it.’ j 

‘ Why on earth not ? # c ma ,i wflV c a little bitterly. ‘ The 

. ‘ Oh, the usual reason, sa ‘ d y a ’ ny bra i n s. Everybody 

country police aren t SU PP ble perhaps of arresting a 

thinks we’re as stup.d as ow^, capable^per than 

small boy with a catapulSmallways,’ said Dennis. 

• It’s your figure doo«J» at the way you 

‘ I know you ve got br *“ s & u saw it; but you must 
spotted that hymn tune the y very few men have both 

admit that your a 'chofce of one or the other. 


golf, or exercise after your bath before an open window- 
something.’ 

‘ ^at they did,’ said Smallways, ‘ was to telegraph to Hodson. 
Of course he was a Scotland Yard man originally, before he 
retired, and he had been in charge of the case. He knew Binder 
far better than I 'did. There’s that much excuse for them.’ 

Smallways, though he had his official position to consider and 
his own dignity, was a fair-minded man. He was ready to make 
excuses for the action of the Scotland Yard authorities and the 
insurance company, even though he felt that he had been unduly 
snubbed. J 

* I dare sa y he was really a better man for the job than I was. 
If I’d set one of my fellows tramping round the town after Binder 
he’d have tumbled to the fact that.he was being watched and 
wouldn’t have gone near the jewels.’ 

‘ And what did Hodson find out ? ’ 

‘ That’s just the point,’ said Smallways, and there was a note of 
satisfaction in his voice. 4 Hodson found out nothing at all. He 
bungled the thing somehow, and never set eyes on Binder from 
the time he arrived till he left next morning. That w^s Binder’s 
first visit here, on the day of Cresswood’s death.* 

, ‘ So that a11 we know about Binder’s movements,’ said Dennis, 
supposing the fellow who called himself Bently really was 
Binder, is what Carson and Powell told us. That’s precious 

lilllCt 


' He stayed at the “ Mitre said Smallways. ‘ He spent the 
evening with Cresswood, and that’s all we know.’ 

Except that he was trying to beg, borrow, or buy something 
iiom Cresswood. Carson seems fairly sure about that.’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Smallways. 4 But what ? * 

‘ This tune, of course,’ said Dennis. ‘ What else could it have 
been ? I say, we’re getting at things a bit.’ 

4 What do you think we’re getting at ? ’ said Smallways. • ‘ I’d 
y A U nH°T ecause rm S ettin S at thin § s t0 °. or * think I 
thing fn ?t.> We rC 8eUing 3t thC SamC thiDgS there raa y be some¬ 
what I’ve got at so far is this,’ said Dennis. 4 The insurance 

feoTa^o teirBind 16 ^ C °™ off ‘ Hil1 wasn’t™ 

ool as to tell Binder where the jewels w ere. That’s obvious for 

felt sure that HillT d d l ° ^ f0r them ’ 0n the other hanc *’ he 

to his daupl SCnt thC SCCret 0Ut of the P rison 

did was to^eo to Fi ^’u-n 6 k *? ow that, for the first thing Binder 
wem so t § S / l nd tr >' t0 bu y this tune from her. He 

fifty-fifty basis Elsfe wouM^l anythl " g the y g ot out of il on a 
y * tls,e would ha 'e taken that offer, but she’d 
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already sent the tune to Cresswood, as her father told her to. 
Binder came straight down here and tried to buy it from Cress- 
wood, who wouldn’t seU. As soon as he heard of Cresswood s 
death he came rushing down here again with his story of a lost 
anthem, and on the strength of that was allowed to go right 
through Cresswood’s papers. He didn’t find the tune. Then 
Elsie came and had a try. But she didn’t find it.either. I picked 
it up in the Song School, and now you have it. That s what 1 
make out of things so far. And now I’d like to know what you 
think. It seems to me that we’re up against a most interesting 
little puzzle, with thirty thousand pounds worth of emeralds as * 

prize if we solve it.’ 


CHAPTER XVII 

‘ IF what you think and what I think is right,’ said Smallways, 
• we're up^against something a good deal more ™s ha 
intriguing mystery. But before we go further Id Ida yourtona 

a clear idea of what my position is. It s peculiar an 

if I'm wrong in my 6““ s — conclusion that I have,' said 

D ;„Kou'““ Ver Wr0 " g ^ anylhi " S * hat 

requires intelligence. ^ 

! wJ^lTd^enriT • You say that you agree with me.' 

rr % festal 

didn’t know lha ‘ H ,^ h n a tre caUmg Wmself Bently. I didn’t 
Binder had come down here camng t he jewels. They 

know that there was any fresh move on a j was t00 

didn’t tell me these thing . PP Cressvvood * s death was 

stupid to make anything ot v ' erybody else thought, that 



in making that public. I hadn’t heard the account the dean gave 
of what happened.’ 

‘ That story of Cresswood’s walking about after he had fallen ? ’ 

‘Exactly. I hadn’t heard that; but I’m not sure that I’d have 
paid any attention to it if I had. I’d have thought the poor old 
gentleman’s mind was wandering. That’s what his daughter 
thought and what Harrowby thought.’ 

‘ The dean’s mind isn’t wandering in the least.’ 

4 That brings me to the first thing I want you to do for me,’ 
said Smallways. 4 You can see the dean if you like, I suppose ? ’ 

4 Oh, I can do that all right,’ said Dennis. 4 The dean rather 
likes me, though the archdeacon, doesn’t. He’ll see me if I call, 
unless Miss Grosvenor catches me on the doorstep and shoos me 
away. Even if she does I can wait a while and then go again. 
She can't spend her whole time, day and night, on the doorstep. 
When she’s not there I’ll drop in on the dean.’ 

4 Try and get him to tell you his story of what happened that 
night. You see the way I'm fixed. I can’t do anything myself. 
If 1 attempt to question the dean I'll have Miss Grosvenor on 
my back.’ 

4 And the archdeacon.’ 


4 Exactly. And the archdeacon; which will be most un¬ 
pleasant. If I persevere in spite of them they’ll put the old 
gentleman to bed again, and Harrowby will back them up. Of 
course I can insist on seeing the dean and questioning him; but 
then it it turns out that the old man’s mind really is wandering, 
and that he’s imagining things, I shall have made myself un¬ 
pleasant in a nasty, officious way, and I shall suffer for it after¬ 
wards. Don't think that I am funking things. I'm not. All I 
want is to be lairly sure of my ground before I start a fight with 
the archdeacon and Miss Grosvenor. At present I’ve nothing to 
go on but second-hand gossip. The dean may never have said 
halt what Redington reports. What I want is an accurate and 
reliable version of the dean’s story before I go any farther.’ 

111 get that for you,’ said Dennis; 4 but I hate going blindfold, 
and I don t want to be guessing ghastly things. I wish you’d 
tell me what the dean’s story has got to do with Hill and the 
Carminster jewels.’ 

111 come to that in a minute,’ said Smallways. 4 Let me get at 

11 mV r»° W ! 1 next thing that happened after the inquest 

vvas Binder s second visit to Carminster. You and the arch¬ 
deacon reported that to me. I’d been thinking a bit before you 
came to me, and I’d made a couple of inquiries quietly. When 

archdeacon brought me your story about Binder or 
ently and the anthem, I began to think hard, and I made a few 
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more inquiries. Now we know exactly what Binder did in 
Carminster that time.’ 

He visited Miss Grosvenor and told her a cock-and-bull story 
about a Te Deum which Cresswood had composed. He \ isited 
the archdeacon with the same tale. He came to me and we went 
through Cresswood's papers together, looking for the Te Deum. 

‘ But you didn’t find it.’ , 

‘ No, we didn’t. Because there wasn’t such a thing. 

‘ But Binder was looking for something and if it wasn t a Tc 


Deum, what was it ? ’ •.. _ . t 

‘ It could hardly have been the jewels, said Dennis. I hey 

wouldn’t have been in Cresswood’s house.’ 

• ‘ No. I don’t think it was the jewels. But whatever it was he 
didn’t find it. Then Miss Elsie Hill turns up, and she starts look- 
ing for something too-something which Cresswooci hati. She 
tells a story about a hymn June, composed by her father on his 
death-bed.” When she can’t find it she accuses Binder of having 

St ’Shiaccused me too,’ said Dennis. ’And Carson. And you. 
Don’t forget that she accused you too, Smallways. 

‘ Anyhow,’ said Smallways, ‘ she was pretty sure that there was 

J ^Oh^shewas quite sure about that. She had sent it to Cress- 
wood herself. It was a most moving story. Dying father s last 
wish to have his tune played in the cathedral. Elsie engaged to 
the organist. Cresswood to work the thing into a voluntary. 
Affectionate daughter weeps behind a pillar. Spirit of tne de 
ceased father immensely gratified. R.I.P., and everybody satis¬ 
fied But then I find the tune. And it turns out that Elsie s dear 
Dad didn’t compose it at all, simply copied it out of the hymn- 

b °°Wait a minute,’ said Smallways. ‘ You’re still jumping at 
conclusions. You found a tune; but we don t know that it was 

Elsie’s tune. Did she searcluhe Song School when you and she 

We ’ r No° 0 ^ n e g d f Wn’? at But* Ben.ly, or Binder, or whatever the 
hliphter’s name is did. He went over that Song School carefully, 
Sd the b”y ’ cassock pockets inside out, and flattened the 
ruffirthey wearround theirnecks. It certainly wasn’t there when 

he^archeck have been y sa id Smallways. But 

that may not have been what he wanted. It might have been 
.nrnp scran of waste-paper which Cresswood dropped 
%o vou mean to surest that old Cresswood wrote that tune 
ItaLh He didn’t? He couldn’t have. Cresswood may have 


been drunk occasionally, but he never was drunk enough to 
write 7/8 as the time signature of that tune. And even if he had 
been in delirium tremens he couldn’t have written those notes after 
the double bar. Cresswood was a silly ass about whisky, but, 
after all, he was a musician. If you think he wrote that thing in 
front of you you’re wrong, totally and hopelessly wrong.’ 

‘ I don’t think Cresswood wrote it. As a matter of fact, I think 
Hill wrote it, in the hospital before he died. But I want to make 
quite sure of that. There are odd points about the story of that 
tune—veiy odd indeed. Elsie Hill says it came to her in a letter 
from her father. She kept the letter and sent the tune to Cress¬ 
wood. That sounds true. And the paper ’—he took up the 
paper and handed it to Dennis as he spoke—‘ the condition of 
the paper bears that out. It’s been torn in two, along the fold. 
We've got half, but not the other half. Just what might be ex¬ 
pected if Elsie’s story is true. But how did that tune get past the 
prison censor—the man who reads all the convicts’ letters ? The 
letter was all right apparently, just a dying man’s farewell to his 
daughter. But you’d think any censor would have been a little 
suspicious about the tune. Remember they were watching Hill, 
hoping to get the secret of the hiding place of the jewels out of 
him. Don’t you think that any one who read his correspondence 
would have been suspicious of that tune ? ’ 

‘ Great Scot! ’ said Dennis. ‘ I see what you're at ! The tune 
is a—what do you call the thing ?—a cryptogram, with the hiding- 
place of the jewels wrapped up in it.’ 

4 I’m not sure of that,’ said Smallways. 4 I’m going no further 
than saying it’s odd that ttye tune should have passed out without 
being noticed. No notice was taken of it. The Scotland Yard 
people know nothing about it. Nor, apparently, does the insur¬ 
ance company. If they had known they’d have been after it 
before now. Either the censor who passed that letter with the 
tune in it was a very stupid man, even stupider than I’m supposed 
to be, or the tune didn’t come from Hill.’ 

4 It did. It must have.’ 

4 There's one other possibility. But it’s most unpleasant. Can 
you guess what it is ? ’ 

‘ I he prison official,' said Dennis, 4 guessed what the tune was, 
but let it go, hoping to make something out of it himself? Is 
that what you mean ? ’ 

Smallways nodded. 

Well,’ said Dennis, 1 he might. Thirty thousand pounds is a 
pretty big prize. He might have given the tip to some friend of 
hisJhat-such a tune had been sent to Elsie Hill. All that ever 
could be proved against him was carelessness. It would be up to 
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his friend to get the tune, work out the secret, and collar the 
jewels.’ 

‘ Exactly. But you see where I shall be if I make a suggestion 
like that and it turns out to be totally unfounded. It would be 
bad enough to make Carminster too hot to hold me by enraging 
the archdeacon and Miss Grosvenor; but if I start a suggestion 
of scandalous corruption against the prison officials and it turns 
out to have nothing in it, it won’t only be Carminster, it 11 be 
England which will be too hot to hold me. 

‘ Yes,’ said Dennis, ‘ I see that; but you’ve got to go ahead 


just the same.’ , r . 

‘ I’m going to,’ said Smallways. 4 But before I do I want to be 

sure—absolutely dead sure—that Hill wrote out that tune and 

that it came out of the prison to his daughter. That brings me to 

the second thing I want you to do for me. Do you think you 

could see the chaplain of that prison and find out from him 

whether Hill sent the tune or not ? He must have been with Hill 

pretty often in hospital. He ought to know something about 

him, especially as it was most likely from him that Hill got the 

hymn-book. It sounds a roundabout way of getting what we 

• want but if I go to the governor or the head warder it becomes a. 

matter of official action at once, and then if I’m wrong the fat s 

in the fire, and me along with it. The chaplain is the least official 

person there is in the prison, but if I go to him he’s bound to refer 

me to the governor, and I’m in the same trouble again. But it 

y °‘ U I 8 s< said Dennis. 4 Brother parson interested in sorrowing 
daughter. Consolation for her in the story of her father s last 

houfs, and so forth, and so on. Yes, I think I can do that. 

fact I will Anv other little job for me . 

4 Plenty * When you’ve done those two. I shall want to find 

out how that tune got into your Song School. Who put it there . 
And I shall want to find out what the damned thing means. You 
can help me in both inquiries if you will. But there s no use 

St ° r Cwe\'taWDTnnir‘rn 0 Sc k ,e n ?he dean firs,. Hi sec 

him tomorrow morning after matins As a matter^of^ 

will be quite easy. It's my job to make out a Ist of mu tc for the 

week, anthems, services, and soon. 1 changes any- 

dean for approval-a matter of form, for he neve ^ange any 

thing. In fact, .very often I don’t show it to him at all. I simpl> 



go ahead on my own. But this time I shall show it to him. I’ll 
make it out to-night and take it to him to-morrow. Then with 
the utmost tact—tact is one of my strongest points—I’ll steer a 
pleasant chat round to Cresswood's death, and the dean will tell 
me his story. That will be that. Your prison chaplain won’t be 
quite so easy. What prison is it, anyway ? ’ 

‘ Bassmore,’ said Smallways. 

‘ Bassmore. That’s about eighty miles from here. I can 
manage to run over there all right.’ 

‘ I'll pay for the car of course,’ said Smallways. 

1 No, you won’t. I’d rather take my own. A small Morris 
two-seater inspires confidence in a brother parson. These things 
must be done carefully and the proper atmosphere produced at 
the start. If I were going to call on some big financial bug to 
raise money for a gold-mine in Cochin China I should hire a 
Rolls-Royce and a dignified chauffeur as much like Carson as 
possible. The idea would be to suggest solid, old-established 
opulence and a general feeling of vintage port. If I were 
approaching the owner of a theatre with a view to getting him to 
produce a play of mine I should dash up in an eight-cylinder 
supercharged Bently, driving myself, and, if possible, running • 
over a child just outside the door. Financially successful artistic 
temperament would be the idea there. If 1 wanted to rent a 
furnished house in a select neighbourhood without paying a half- 
year’s rent in advance I should have a fairly new Humber saloon, t 
about twenty horse-power, with an elderly chauffeur, rather un¬ 
tidy about the neck, old family servant style. That would be 
solid respectability, moderate private fortune, and no unnecessary 
swank. But I’m going to visit a brother parson to talk about the 
broken heart of the deceased convict’s daughter, so the thing to 
go in is a shabby little Morris-Cowley.’ 

‘Yours is shabby enough anyhow,’ said Smallways. ‘If 
shabbiness is a guarantee of piety-’ 

‘ Mere shabbi’ness isn’t a guarantee of anything,’ said Dennis. 

' But an elderly Morris two-seater with a gentle and timid-looking 
parson driving it suggests simplicity of mind, total ignorance of 
the ways of the wicked world, and great tenderness of heart—in 
fact, makes the exact impression which in this particular case we 
want to make.’ 

‘ Do you thi:Jc you’ll be able to live up to all that ? Simplicity 
now and tender-heartedness ? ’ 

‘ Not for ,-mg perhaps,’ said Dennis; ‘ but then I don’t mean 
to spend the whole day with that chaplain. An hour ought to be 
quite eno ,»h, and I can keep up anything for an .hour. But/I 
sa y> 0,1 earth do you mean by talking of my keeping it up ? 
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Do you mean to suggest that I haven t got aRender hear . 
have. Just look at the way I love those chon-boys. If my hear 
wasn’t like a spring chicken I’d have murdered most of them 

10 ”oh S °l’expect your heart is all right,’ said Smallways. ‘ Ail I 
.. mnrh rhildlike simplicity about you. 


rm with you I try to be a naroeneu cynic. l a I read 

for me to do. When I’m with the dean I let him feel that I mad 

medieval Latin for pleasure every evening before I go to ted 

nsr.is?:23r 

do? k 'Th^n°doubfe theVgure to cover oil ‘he .and *eair oi 

tyres. I don’t want to make money out ol the trip, 
county is paying I may as well get what I can. 


CHAPTER XVIII 


the tact which Dennis M1 of was 

severe strain when dealing 1 hj , t0 some one who 

r, S ^if^t a uv nts m°ad t go'od ouSd show of be.iev- 
believed it, or at all events m ^ his first feeUng of intense 

sign ^f K 

It the ^otef no u&fnty. I can’t believe that he was so 
intoxicated as to fall off , th " *X' rit . said Dennis. ’ I hate to 

“S3«■rs ‘issatis 

gs s s sss 



back. He couldn’t have fractured his skull by falling forward 
over the keyboards.’ 

4 What makes you so sure that he fell forward ? * 

4 The way the notes all sounded at once,’ said the dean. ‘ That 
couldn’t have happened unless he had sprawled over the key¬ 
boards. There’s no other way of explaining the noise there was, 
the noise I certainly heard. Very soon it stopped. He must have 
switched off the electricity from the blowing apparatus. If only 
I’d gone up to the organ-loft then ! I ought to have gone up. If 
I had poor Cresswood- would be alive now, for I could have 
helped him. But I shrank from it. I’m afraid I was very angry, 
and I felt disgusted.’ 

4 Naturally,’ said Dennis. 4 1 don’t see how you could feel 
anything else. But he can’t have been so very drunk when he 
switched off the electricity. And that wasn’t all he did. He 
pushed in the stops. That’s how they were when I went up in the 
morning. All pushed in.’ 

4 And he walked about,’ said the dean. 4 1 assure you that I 
couldn’t have been mistaken about that. I know that everybody 
thinks I imagined all this, but I didn’t.’ 

4 1 don’t think so.’ 

4 I’m so glad you don’t,’ said the dean. 4 It’s been very painful 1 
for me. My daughter, you know. She’s so kind and does every¬ 
thing for me, and I don’t know how I should get on without her; 
but she thinks I’m becoming fanciful. So does Dr. Harrowby. * 
He’s a first-rate doctor. I know that. So kind and sympathetic, 
but I’m dreadfully afraid that he- And I’m sure the arch¬ 

deacon agrees with him. Tell me ; Dennis, and like a dear fellow 
don't hide the truth from me, have you heard the archdeacon say 
that I ought to see a mental specialist ? ’ 

4 1 never heard him say that,’ said Dennis. 4 But he very well 
might. The archdeacon is capable of saying anything.’ 

4 Please don’t speak that way about the archdeacon,’ said the 
dean. 4 He's such an excellent man, so good at everything. I’ve 
the greatest respect for the archdeacon. If he’d been in the 
cathedral that night instead of me everything would be different 
now. He'd have saved Cresswood. I’m sure he would. The 
archdeacon is so very efficient. - ’ 

4 That,’ said Dennis, 4 is exactly what makes him so objection¬ 
able. Now listen to me, Mr. Dean, and take my advice. I know 
it's rather cheek of me to give you advice, but I do thoroughly 
unde.-; • ;nd the archdeacon. If he says anything to you about a 
menial specialist, just you tell him to go out as a missionary to 
some country where the savages will appreciate him—boiled with 
parsley sauce. That will show him that vour mind is vigorous.’ 
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The dean smiled faintly. He was a very good and gentle man 

capable of most things * They’d think it was 

r They’d mean it kindly, said the dean. > 

for my good. I know that. people who mean 

• Most of the mischief m the world ts done by peop (o 

well,’ said Dennis. ' And more harm.sdone^by dorngg ra(her 

other people than in any other Y- things—village dramas, 

the women, who insist on trying _making life a burden to 

folk songs, silly old dances, and s 8 lf the y d 0 

sensible men. However, we needn» looks as if he 

about it. ’ <;nid the dean. 4 1’ni sure that s 

me De P nnis left the Deanery and at once made his report to 

Inspector s “ al ‘ v ^ r t eUeve th e dean’s story,’ he said. ‘ I don’t 
• I’m mchned to beheve tn but , f ^ story , s true , 

know how you feel wasn’t quite such a 

JB - ““»* “ 
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‘ Very well,’ said Dennis. ‘ You’re running this show and I 
won’t try to hustle you faster than you want to go. I’ll dart off 
now and get my little car. If I’ve any luck I’ll be back this 
evening with a full account of what I get out of the chaplain.’ 

The Morris-Cowley behaved as if it had been a Rolls-Royce, 
bounding along the roads at a speed which its makers may have 
advertised as possible, but which they can scarcely have believed 
in. Dennis reached Bassmore early in the afternoon and had no 
difficulty in finding the chaplain’s lodgings. 

The Reverend Theophilus Hartshorn was a middle-aged man, 
and, perhaps as a result of his peculiar calling, inclined to be 
reticent and suspicious. Every one who occupies an official 
position of any kind must be reticent. It is said that the Roman 
augurs smiled when they met each other. They were so far honest 
men that they did not pretend to each other to believe in their 
own business. If our official people smile at all it is in the 
strictest privacy. 

Mr. Hartshorn held an official position and believed in official 
reticence, thinking, as all officials do, that it is very bad for the 
general public to be told anything about its own business, and 
that any member of the public who asks questions deserves to be 
snubbed. But Mr. Hartshorn was more than ordinarily reticent. 
He spent his days in ministering to criminals, and had been de¬ 
ceived so often in early life that now, in middle age, he regarded 
every one he met as an insidious liar. This made him cautious in 
dealing with strangers. 

It was in this spirit that he received Dennis, and the task of per¬ 
suading him to talk was no easy one. Very few men could have 
got any information from him, but Dennis was no ordinary man. 

4 1 have no doubt,’ said Dennis, ‘ that you remember the death 
of one of your prisoners in hospital about a fortnight ago. 
Pneumonia, I think.’ 

Hartshorn nodded. He saw no harm in admitting that a man 
had died in the prison hospital. 

‘ A man called Hill,’ said Dennis. 

4 Number twenty-seven eighty-four,’ said Hartshorn. 

This is the strictly correct way for a prison official to refer to a 
convict, whether dead or alive, but it is a little discouraging for 
an outsider who hopes to establish some point of human contact 
with the criminal. 

‘ 1 happen to know his daughter,’ said Dennis. ‘ Elsie Hill. 
She appears io have been greatly attached to her father.’ 

4 Ah ! ’ 

It was possible that a prisoner’s daughter might be attached to 
er father. It was even possible that the father might have some 
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affection for her. But Hartshorn was not inclined to believe in 
anything of the sort without very good evidence. 

‘ Poor girl,’ said Dennis, ‘ she was engaged to be married to 
our organist—Carminster Cathedral, you know. Did I tell you 
that I am precentor in Carminster ? It isn’t for me to swagger 
about our singing, but there’s no harm in saying that it’s far the 
best in England. I hope you’ll run over some Sunday afternoon 
and hear it. It’s a pity you won’t hear Cresswood playing. You'd 
have enjoyed that. But he’s dead. A very sad business. 
Dropped dead quite suddenly. Very soon after your man Hill 
died. A double blow to poor Elsie. I dare say you heard about 
poor Cresswood’s death ? It was in all the papers. Inquest 
and so forth.’ 

‘ No,’ said Hartshorn. 

He was not to be lured beyond a discouraging monosyllable, 
even by an invitation to Carminster Cathedral. He may have 
been one of those people who are bored by anthems. 

4 A very sad affair,’ said Dennis. 4 Terribly sudden. A severe 
shock to the poor girl. First her father, then the man she meant 
to marry.’ 

1 Quite so. Yes.’ 

This was slightly better. Three monosyllables instead of one. 
Dennis felt that he was beginning to make headway. 

4 There was a letter,’ said Dennis, 4 written by the father before 
he died-’ 

4 44 All letters said Hartshorn, 4 “ are read by the prison 
authorities ”.’ 

This was quite a long sentence—the longest he had spoken so 
far. Dennis might have been further encouraged if he had not 
suspected that the words were a quotation, as in fact they were, 
from the printed rules by which the correspondence of prisoners 
is regulated. The very respectful tone in which Hartshorn spoke 
suggested that he was quoting from some venerable document. 
Since the words are neither in the Bible nor the Prayer Book, 
Dennis, quite rightly, supposed that they came from the prison 

code. 

4 “ Prisoners Hartshorn continued to quote, 4 44 are per¬ 
mitted to write a letter at intervals, which depend on the rules of 
the stage they attain by industry and good conduct ”.’ 

‘Hill,’ said Dennis, 4 had attained the stage of dying o! 
pneumonia, but of course I don’t know whether he got there by 
industry and good conduct.’ 

Hartshorn looked at him suspiciously. It was impossible to 
suppose that any one would dare to poke fun at prison regula¬ 
tions, but Dennis’s words sounded like an attempt at some sort 
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of joke. Hartshorn deeply distrusted humour, as indeed all wise 
officials do. In a world held together by pompous officialdom 
humour is the deadliest of all microbes. 

1 1 suppose,’ said Dennis, ‘ that it would be quite contrary to 
regulations, the regulations you’ve just been quoting, for you 
to give me any information about that letter of Hill’s ? ’ 

4 Quite.’ 

That at all events was something. Dennis now knew for certain 
that Hill had written a letter and that it had been sent to his 
daughter. 

* I suppose,’ said Dennis cheerfully, 4 that if a letter were 
handed to you by a prisoner in hospital it would be your duty 
to pass it on to the prison authorities, who would deal with it 
according to regulations ? ’ 

4 44 If there is anything in any letter of an objectionable 
tendency ”,’ said Hartshorn, 4 44 it would be suppressed ”.’ 

Dennis recognized another quotation from the same code of 
laws. It gave him a little more information. Hill had handed 
his letter to the chaplain, who had passed it on to the proper 
authority to be tested for 4 objectionable tendencies ’. 

4 Objectionable tendencies ! ’ said Dennis. 4 That gives the 
proper authority a pretty wide discretion doesn’t it ? ’ 

4 It’s meant to,’ said Hartshorn grimly. 

4 Still,’ said Dennis, 4 there must be some things—not many 
perhaps, but still some—which your proper authority would not 
regard as tainted with objectionable tendencies.’ 

* Of course.' 

4 For instance,’ said Dennis, 4 if a prisoner were to copy out a 
verse or two of a hymn—say “ Rock of Ages ” or some other well- 
known hymn—that wouldn’t be regarded as having a tendency 
to the objectionable, would it ? ’ 

Hartshorn, so far, had been sitting with his eyes half closed 
and a look of boredom on his face. When Dennis spoke of 
a hymn his eyes suddenly opened and there was in them for a 
moment a look of interest. Almost as quickly as the iook 
appeared it vanished again, but he had been stirred to the point 
of making a reply of some length. 

‘ No,’ he said. 4 1 shouldn’t think a verse of 44 Reck of Ages ” 
- would be regarded as objectionable.’ 

4 I suppose.' said Dennis, 4 a prisoner could borrow a hymn- 
book it he wanted to, especially if he were in hospital and dying ? ’ 
' If he asked for one he could have it.’ 

Supposing he'asked for -a copy with the music in it,’ said 
Dennis. I mean he might want to copy out the tune as well as 
the words, or even the tune without the words. That paper which 
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‘ Oh, I read it,’ said Hartshorn. ‘ As a matter of fact, Hill 
asked me to, though I told him that I couldn’t post it on my 
own authority.’ 

‘ If you read the letter,’ said Dennis, ‘ you know that Hill 
asked his daughter to send the tune on to Cresswood our 
organist, the man she meant to marry, so that he could play it in 
the cathedral. That's the whole story, so far as I know at present, » 
and you needn’t blame yourself for telling me any of it. You did, 
but you couldn’t help yourself, and you wouldn’t have told me 
much if I hadn’t known it all before. All I wanted you to do was 
to confirm what I knew, and you did that nicely by refusing to 
answer questions and looking a bit upset now and then when I 
asked you something you didn’t expect.’ 

4 1 shall report this interview to the governor,’ said Hartshorn. 

He was irritated by the tone in which Dennis spoke, and still 
more irritated by the things he said. A threat to make a report 
to the governor was, in his opinion,, the most awful threat that 
could be used. There was nothing worse than that. Dennis 
ought to have quailed, wilted sadly, and made a gasping apology. 
To”Hartshorn’s surprise he did nothing of the sort. 

4 Do. And when you’re at it just ask him why that censor of 
his said nothing about the tune. He could hardly fail to notice it. 
It's such an odd thing for a prisoner to send in a letter. Ask the 
governor that, will you ? And you might tell your governor that 
If he attempts to worry me in any way I'll set the archdeacon at 
him. You don't know our archdeacon, I dare say. Well, he's a 
man who has his faults—a bit fussy, and so forth—but he has 
very sound ideas of loyalty to the subordinate members of the 
cathedral statT. He may rag me a bit at times, but he won’t let 
any one else do it. Even if it was only a choir-boy and it happened 
to be a mandarin who wanted to box his ears the archdeacon 
wouldn’t have it. So just tell your governor that, however big a 
boss he thinks he is, there’s no use his going for me. But perhaps 
he's not that kind of man. He may be quite sensible, though very 
few people in high positions ever are.’ 


CHAPTER XIX 

THE Morris two-seater, which had behaved excellently on the 
way to Bassmore, displayed a nasty, vicious spirit on the way 
back. Ten miles from Bassmore a tyre punctured and the wheel 
had to be changed. This was a simple business for an energetic 
and experienced driver like Dennis. But it was a dusty job. His 
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kicking up a row about the money that Cresswood owed you. 
You’ll get it in the end, but you won’t get it a minute sooner by 

making yourself objectionable to me.’ 

‘ Cresswood owed me four hundred pounds, said Hodson. 
Dennis whistled softly. He had no idea that Hodson would 
have lent such a sum of money to a man like Cresswood. 

‘ And I mean to have it,’ said Hodson; ‘ every penny of it. 
The law is the law, Mr. Precentor, even in Carminster, though 
you and your dean and chapter don’t think so.’ 

' ‘ If the matter is left to the law,’ said Dennis, ‘ you'll get about 
twopence halfpenny in the pound. That’s what 11 come of the 
law being the law. But fortunately for you there’s a dean and 
chapter as well as the law in Carminster. So you’ll get your 
money in the end if Cresswood really owed it to you.’ 

Hodson, like many men, grew sulky at the thought of receiving 
a benefit which, in spite of his dislike of the benefactor, he didn t 
see his way to refuse. 

‘ It wasn't the money I came to speak about,’ he said. 

‘ Then why on earth speak about it ? Here I am, dusty, tired, 
hungry, thirsty, with a lot of business to do, and after you’ve 
ragged me for half an hour, driving me to the verge of exaspera¬ 
tion over some debt that I don’t believe Cresswood owes you at 
all, you have the nerve to tell me that you didn’t come to talk 
about that at all. What did you come for ? Get to the point at 
once, Hodson, and don’t waste any more time. But I warn you 
fairly that if you say “ the law is the law ” or anything like that 
I'll throw an inkstand at you. I may tell you that this very after¬ 
noon a member of the staff of a convict prison took up that line, 
threatening to report me to the governor, who’d give me solitary 
confinement, and bread and water, and a lot more. Well, he 
didn’t frighten me in the least, so it’s not likely you can. If you 
didn’t come here to talk about Cresswood’s debts why did you 
bring up the subject at all ? ’ 

‘ I didn’t,’ said Hodson. ‘ It was you who began about the 
money. I wasn’t thinking of it.’ 

‘ As a matter of fact, I expect you’ve been thinking of nothing 
else since poor Cresswood died. And of course there's no objec¬ 
tion to your doing so. It may not be a very noble thing to think 
about, but that's your affair. All I object to is your coming here 
and talking about it, garrulously and nastily, as if you had a 
grievance, which you haven't. Do try and get it into your head, 
Hodson, that we’re not all as interested in your miserable financial 
affairs as you are yourself. You may think that your money is 
the most important thing in the universe, but it isn't, and just 
because you have nothing to do, because you’re a pensioner with 
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boy, and he'd be a better boy than he is if I had. But I never 

touched him.’ 

‘ I never said you did.’ 

4 You’ve said nothing else,’ said Dennis, 4 since you’ve stopped 
talking about your beastly money. You say that you can bring a 
doctor into court to swear that he saw me do it. Very well. 
Bring him. But just warn him that he’ll leave the court in custody 
with a good long sentence hanging over him for perjury. Do try 
and be sensible, Hodson, if you can. It’s just possible that you 
may be able to take an action against me for neglect of duty for 
not beating your boy as I should, but it’s perfectly ridiculous to 
say that 1 walloped the brat when I didn’t.’ 

‘ If you had,' said Hodson, 4 I’d think better of you than I do. 
But you weren’t man enough to do it yourself. What you did was 
to incite the rest of the boys to do it, incite them to the com¬ 
mission of outrage. That’s what the charge against you will be, 
and I've witnesses enough to prove that you did that.’ 

Then Dennis remembered. He had agreed to allow the usual 
half-holiday if the boy who played the piano in the Song School 
were properly punished. Apparently Hodson’s son had been the 
culprit. But Hodson’s son had been the boy who proposed that 
way of dealing with the culprit. He had been obviously unwilling 
to make the suggestion. But he had made it. 

4 Let me tell you this, Hodson,’ said Dennis. 4 Your son asked 
for it. I intended to keep the whole school in on Saturday doing 
long division sums because the boy who had been guilty of a 
breach of rules wouldn’t own up. Your boy, Hodson, who has 
been beaten with a cricket stump came forward—I don't say v 
voluntarily, but he did come—and asked that the boys should be 
allowed to punish the culprit themselves. I said they might if 
they undertook to do it thoroughly. They promised they would, 
and apparently they kept their word. Tell me this: can your 
boy sit down comfortably and without pain ? ’ 

4 No, he can't.’ 


4 That’s all right then. That's exactly what I told the boys to 
do. I’m greatly pleased with them. It isn't every day that boys 
do exactly what they're told. When they do it shows that there’s 
a really good spirit in the school, the true English spirit— 
I rafalgar and Balaclava and everything of that sort, “ England 

expects-”, 44 Theirs not to reasjan why ”. You know what I 

mean. 1 expect the London police force was full of that spirit in 
your day. You ought to be proud and pleased, Hodson, to think 
that your boy is being educated in a school where that spirit 
prevails. All I had to do was to give a hint. The boys acted on 
it at once, and I expect that son of yours would tell you that he 
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jolly well prefers the hiding he’s had to spending Saturday after¬ 
noon doing long division sums. It may be inconvenient not to be 
able to sit down when he wants to, but it’s a great deal worse to 
liave to sit down when he doesn’t want to. And that was the 
alternative. Good evening, Hodson. I’m so glad you came 
round and told me all about it. 

‘ You’ve not heard the end of it yet,’ said Hodson. 1 If you 
think that just because the dean and chapter are little gods 
almighty in Carminster they can defy the law--’ 

« Drop in any time you like,’ said Dennis. ‘ I’d offer you a 
drink if I thought you’d take one, but I know you wouldn't. But 
whenever you have a grievance—that money of yours which you 
lent to Cresswood, or the condition of your boy’s backside, or 
anything else that occurs to you—just drop in and talk it over. 
Good-bye.’ 

By a series of gentle pushes he got Hodson to the door and 
through it. A very tiresome interview had come to a satisfactory 
end and he was free at last to go to the police station with his 
report for Smallways. 


CHAPTER XX 

* 

“ NOW, Smallways,’ said Dennis, ‘ don’t yoti think it's about 
time that you stopped playing for safety and started a proper 
hunt for the man who murdered Cresswood ? ’ 

’ Was Cresswood murdered ? ’ 

• Of course he was. You’ve got the dean’s story as good as 
first hand. You can have it told straight to you any day you 
choose to ask for it. What happened is perfectly plain. Some¬ 
body slipped up behind Cresswood while he was playing and 
knocked him on the back of the head, fracturing the base of his 
skull. A pretty hefty bash, of course, but easy enough with a 
heavy-headed club of any kind. Cresswood fell forward over the 
keyboard. He would if he was hit that way. The murderer, 
whoever he was, switched off the current trom the bellows, 
pushed in the stops, and arranged the body neatly enough to give 
the impression that Cresswood had fallen backwards and hit his 

head on the edge of the oak chest. . 

‘ That,’ said Smallways, ‘ is a very pretty theory But it wants 

a lot of support. Why should any one do such a thing . 

‘ I should have thought that was plain enough even for a police- 

man,’ said Dennis. ’The murderer, whoever he was, knocked 

Cresswood on the head in order to get the paper which he had, 
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the paper which Hill sent his daughter Elsie to tell her where the 
jewels were hid. What do you want more in the way of a motive ? 
Thirty thousand pounds’ worth of emeralds ? If a man wouldn’t 

commit murder for thirty thousand pounds- Well, I dare say 

the dean wouldn’t, and I wouldn’t myself. Being an Irishman I 
know what a nasty thing murder is. But you can hardly deny 
that lots of people would knock a man on the head for far less 
than that.’ 

‘ Your idea,’ said Smallways, 4 is that the scrap of music you 
found in the Song School is a sort of cryptogram giving away the 
secret of the hiding-place.’ 

‘ What else could it be ? Hill sent a tune from his death-bed 
to Elsie, telling her to pass it on to Cresswood. Binder, calling 
himself Bently, comes here searching for a tune, and Binder knew 
or could guess that Hill sent the message that way. He was in 
the next bed to him in the hospital. Elsie came here searching 
for the tune. She also knows what it is. Neither of them found 
it. Why not ? Because the murderer stole it.’ 

‘ And left it about in the Song School ? ’ said Smallways, 
smiling. ‘ Don’t you see, Dennis, that we’re miles and miles 
away from being able to prove anything. I’m inclined to agree 
with you that Cresswood was murdered, and I believe you’ve hit 
on the motive. But you must see that the dean’s story by itself is 
very little use to us. In the first place, every one will say that the 
poor old man’s mind is wandering. Even if you get over that, and 
the story is believed, it’s still possible to account for what he heard 
without supposing a murder. Our strongest point is that Cress¬ 
wood was not drunk that night. We’ve got plenty of evidence 
that lie was sober when he went into the cathedral. You and I 
are prepared to swear that there were no empty bottles in the 
organ-loft next morning. But there’s still what the doctors said 
about heart failure.’ 

' Two heart failures, if not three,’ said Dennis. ‘ If we believe 
the dean’s story, he fell forward, got up, walked about, sat down 
on the organ-stool again, had another heart failure, and fell 
backwards.’ 

* Say fainting fit instead of heart failure,’ said Smallways, ‘ and 
you H still have a possible explanation of the dean’s story without 
dragging in murder. A man might have two fainting fits, one 
after the other.’ 

‘ But what about the tune ? ’ said Dennis. 

1 The tune is no use to us as things stand,’ said Smallways. 

We don t know, or, rather, we can’t prove, that the tune came 
trom Hill.’ r 

‘ chaplain admitted that to me.' 
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‘ No, he didn’t. By your own account you inferred from what 
the chaplain didn’t say that the tune was Hill’s. If you put that 
chaplain into the witness-box, or the officer who censored Hill's 
letter, or both of them, you'll get nothing out of them—nothing 
at all. Even if they are forced to admit that the tune came from 
Hill—and it will be mighty hard to make them admit anything of 
the sort—it’s still up to them to say it was just a copy of a tune 
from a well-known hymn-book and means nothing.’ 

* But it does mean something: it means where the jewels are 
hidden.’ 

1 That’s what you say,’ said Smallways. ‘ And I don’t mind 
admitting that it’s what I think. But that’s no use. We’ve got 
to prove it.’ 

‘ What you mean is that we’ve got to read Hill’s cryptogram ? ’ 

‘ Exactly.’ 

‘ Well, let’s do it.’ 

‘ I’ve been at it more or less all day,’ said Smallways, ‘ and I 
haven’t got a glimpse of sense out of it.’ 

‘ All the same,’ said Dennis, ‘"it must be possible to read it, 
and what’s more, it can’t be very difficult. Hill expected it to be 
read. That’s the first thing to get hold of. Therefore it can 
be read. The other thing we know is that he wanted it sent to 
Cresswood. Now why ? ’ 

‘Because Cresswood was engaged to be married to his 
daughter.’ 

‘ Quite so. But why send it to any one ? Why not trust Elsie 
to read it herself? Apparently Hill thought she couldn’t, or was 
doubtful whether she could. But he thought Cresswood could. 
See that ? Cresswood could. Elsie couldn’t. Cresswood’s a 
musician. Elsie isn’t. So some knowledge of music is necessary, 
or at all events desirable, if the thing is to be read. That gives us a 
hint, just as it would have given Cresswood a hint how to start. 
Get the thing out, Smallways, and let’s have a go at it at once. I 
absolutely refuse to believe that you and I together can’t make 
sense out of anything which Cresswood could be expected to 

understand.’ . . 

Smallways unlocked a safe, built into the wall behind his chair, 
and took out the paper with the tune on it. He laid it on the 
table in front of Dennis. 

‘ Cresswood,’ said Dennis, 4 wasn’t what I’d call a clever man, 
apart from his music. If he could get the meaning out of this 
thing we certainly can. But it may be a stiffish job, and I’ve had 
a long day already with precious little to eat.. Suppose you send 
out for some beer.’ 

4 Beer ! ’ 

# 

E 
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‘ Yes, say a quart for me and as much more as you think you’re 
likely to drink. Beer stimulates the working of the brain. That’s 
another reason why Hill sent the tune to Cresswood. Elsie might 
try the thing without beer, but Cresswood wouldn’t. In an affair 
like this, Smallways, we can't afford to neglect help from any 
quarter. Call it two quarts of beer. Any part of your share 
which you don’t drink I'll finish. Now'for goodness’ sake don’t 
bleat about police regulations and licensing laws. Get the 
beer.’ 

4 If you’ve had nothing to eat all day,’ said Smallways, ‘ I’d 
better get some food. It'll be much better for you than beer on 
an empty stomach.’ 

4 Very likely,’ said Dennis. 4 1 don’t deny for one moment that 
a good square meal would be better for me than beer, and more 
enjoyable. But I’m not considering my own health or even my 
own pleasure. What I’m thinking of is the public good, catching 
murderers, recovering stolen jewels, and so on. Now, how is that 
to be done ? By the exercise of my mental powers working at 
their very best. But it's a well-known law, a physico-psycho- 
logical law, that the mind works best when the body is hungry.’ 
That’s why all the great theologians went in for fasting, and why 
all first-rate artists, inventors, and so on, begin by starving in 
garrets. Therefore, in order to make the best use of my mind, I 
propose to go without a solid meal. But beer I simply must have. 
I wish you'd get it, Smallways, instead of arguing.’ 

4 There you are,’ said Smallways ten minutes later, setting down 
two jugs of beer on the table. 4 I’ve broken the police regulations 
and the licensing laws, so I expect in return that you’ll make short 
work of that cipher. If you wait a minute I’ll fetch a tumbler.’ 

4 Don't bother about a tumbler,’ said Dennis. ‘ I rather like 
drinking out of jugs.’ 

To show that he meant this he lifted the jug nearest him and 
swallowed about half a pint of beer at a draught. 

4 Now,’ he said, 4 let's consider this cipher. To begin with, we 
see at once that Edgar Allen Poe's dodge of finding out what 
letter occurs oftenest and deciding that it must be E is no kind of 
ure to us here. The first part of the thing is a simple hymn tune, 
copied quite correctly, out of a hymn-book which is in common 
use.’ 

4 Exactly,’ said Smallways. 4 That’s been my difficulty all 
along. If Hill had made up a tune, or anything that looked like 
a tunc, it might be some use searching for a meaning. But an 
old, well-established hymn-tune like this can't contain a cipher. 
You might just as well expect to find the Crown Jewels which 
were stolen out of Dublin Castle by whistling “ Annie Laurie 
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There’s nothing wrong about the tune. I’ve gone over it with a 
hymn-book in front of me. Every single note as far as the double 
bar is perfectly correct, accurately copied. After the double 
bar-’ 

‘ Leave the double bar till we come to it. Let’s go at the tune 
. first. What about the time signature ? 7/8 ? ’ 

‘ That’s wrong,’ said Smallways. ‘ You couldn’t possibly play 
that tune in 7/8 time. You couldn’t play any hymn tune I ever 
came across in 7/8 time. Whoever wrote in that time signature 
knew nothing about music.’ 

‘ I’m inclined to think,’ said Dennis, ‘ that he knew as much as 
you do. • He may not have known that Tschaikovski and one or 
two modems have used that rhythm, but he did know that no 
hymn tune was ever written in it.’ 

‘ Then what did he put it there for ? ’ 

‘ To attract Cresswood’s attention. It might not have attracted 
Elsie’s. It wouldn’t have attracted the attention of any one who 
knew nothing about music. But Cresswood being a musician 
was bound to notice it, just as you did and I did. It was pretty 
nearly the first thing" we notibed. Therefore it must meai] 
something.’ 

* Could it be a date ? ’ said Smallways. 

4 ’78, that would be 1878. I don’t see what that would direct 
Cresswood’s attention to, do you ? 1878 was ages before he was 
. born. The burglary was committed in 1924, wasn't it ? ’ 

4 1924, towards the end of November.’ 

4 Not the 7th of August by any chance ? ’ said Dennis. 

4 I’m sure it was in November. But I’ll look it up.’ 

4 7/8,’ said Dennis. 4 People often date letters that way. If the 
burglary was on the 7th of August, Hill might very well have hit 
on that way of telling Cresswood that his cipher referred to the 
jewels.’ 

But the suggestion, though ingenious, was useless. It turned 
out that the burglary was committed on the 23rd of November, 
and 23/11 cannot by any possibility be connected with 7/8. 

The next suggestion came from Dennis. 

4 1 wonder if it could be any kind of measurement. Seven feet 
% one way, eight feet another way, or yards, or inches ? ’ 

Smallways was scornful. 

4 Measurements of what ? ’ he said. 4 The hymn is about the 
New Jerusalem, but it was pretty accurately measured in the 
Book of the Revelation. Hill wouldn’t want to do it again; 7 and 
8 have no more to do with the hymn than they have with the 


tune.’ 

‘ Dennis jumped up 


from his chair. 
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‘ Smallways,’ he said, 4 1 believe you’ve got it. Give me the 
hymn-book—quick ! ’ 

He began turning over the books and papers on the table in 
search of what he wanted. 

‘ Got what ? ’ said Smallways. 

‘ The meaning of the 7/8 time signature. Where have you put 
the hymn-book ? ’ 

‘ There’s no hymn-book here,’ said Smallways. 4 The police 
aren't served out with hymn-books as a regular issue, and my 
own is at home.’ 

1 Send a man to get one. Send to my house, or your own 
house, or anywhere. But tell him to ask for the English Hymnal, 
not the Ancient and Modern.’ 

‘ I'H go myself,’ said Smallways. One of my fellows might be 
half an hour getting the book from your house, and get the wrong 
one in the end. I know I've a copy at home.’ 

‘ Bring a chunk of bread with you,’ said Dennis. 4 I’m really 
extremely hungry, and if there’s such a thing in your house as a 
cold ham, bring a slice or two of it, but don't stop to make 
sandwiches.’ 

‘ 1 thought you said that the mind works best when the body is 
half starved,’ said Smallways, grinning. ‘ J 

‘ 1 did sa y that > and it’s perfectly true. But it’s also true that 
the mind won’t work at all when the body is altogether starved 
I'm beginning to feel that in another half hour I shall be dead 
unless I get something to eat.’ 

Perhaps to ward off total starvation Dennis finished the first 
jug of beer while Smallways was away. Then he lit his pipe and 
sat glaring at the hymn tune. . 

A few minutes later, setting aside half a loaf of bread and some 
cold beef, he opened the hymn-book which Smallways brought 
at Hymn 638. J b ’ 

4 Verses 7 and 8,’ he said. * Here we are : 


Thy walls are made of precious stones, 
Thy bulwarks diamonds square; 

Thy gates are of right orient pearl, 
Exceeding rich and rare; 


Thy turrets and thy pinnacles 
With carbuncles do shine; 

Thy very streets are paved with gold 
Surpassing rich and fine. 


Now what does that suggest to you, Smallways ? ’ 

It seems to hint at jewels.’ 

• Seems to him ! ■ said Dennis.^ • It’s as plain an indication at 




any one could possibly give that he’s going to write something 
about jewels. Hill writes out a tune, or enough of it for Cress- 
wood to recognize. It’s a tune that’s only in one particular book. 
That sends Cresswood to that book if he has an ounce of intelli¬ 
gence. Then Hill writes 7, 8, as if it were a time signature, which 
it can’t possibly be, a thing which Cresswood would see at a 
glance. What can it be but a reference to two particular verses ? 
What are those verses ? A catalogue of jewels. Nothing could 
be plainer.’ , » 

‘ The Carminster jewels were emeralds,’ said Smallways. 

‘ Hill couldn’t suggest emeralds,’ said Dennis. ‘ So far as I 
know there isn’t a single hymn in any hymn-book which even 
mentions emeralds. He had to do the best he could with the 
material he had at hand. And I’m bound to say he didn't do 
badly. Cresswood was bound to spot the hymn at once. He's 
played it thousands of time. He was bound to notice that there 
was something queer about the time signature. Being a musician 
that 7/8 time jumped up and hit him between the eyes. Sooner or 
later, knowing that he had to puzzle the thing out, he’d hit on 
the idea of the number of verses. I dare say he wouldn’t have 
got to it as quickly as we have. Cresswood wasn’t a very 
intelligent man, whereas-’ 

‘ Whereas you are,’ said Smallways. 4 Don’t be too modest.’ 

4 1 was going to say we are,’ said Dennis. ’ 4 1 don’t want to 
deprive you of your proper share of credit, Smallways. It was 
you who fetched the hymn-book, and I couldn't have got on 
without it. Very well, Cresswood finds that verses 7 and 8 are a 
list of jewels. Elsie had probably given him a hint that her father 
might be trying to smuggle out a message telling her where the 
Carminster emeralds were hidden. But even if she didn’t tell him 
that, Cresswood was bound to tumble to the idea that he’d got 
the secret in his hand, and all he had to do was read it.’ 

4 That’s what we’ve got to do,’ said Smallways. 4 But we’re no 
nearer doing it, so far as I can see.’ 

4 We are nearer,’ said Dennis; 4 a great deal nearer. We know 
that the secret isn’t in the first four bars of this piece of music. 
They’re copied straight out of the hymn-book, and they're a 
traditional English melody. Now, the traditional English com¬ 
poser, whoever he was, can’t have been concealing the hiding- 
place of the Carminster .emeralds in his tune, for the simple 
reason that he’d never heard of them. Therefore the secret must 
be in the last few notes which follow the double bar and are no 
part of the tune. You see that, I suppose ? ’ 

, 4 Yes,’ said Smallways, 4 that’s plain enough. But what do you 
make of these notes after the double bar ? ’ 
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4 Before we go into that I’m going to have a bit of your bread, 
Smallways, and a couple of slices of that beef. You didn’t think 
of a spoonful of mustard, I suppose.’ 

‘ No,’ said Smallways. 4 You told me not to make sandwiches.’ 

4 Oh, all right. I’m not the kind of man who is dependent on 
condiments for an appetite.’ 

During the next five minutes he proved by eating voraciously 
and very fast that the lack of mustard did not trouble him. Then 
he took another drink of beer and relit his pipe. 

4 Now,’ he said, 4 leaving out the hymn tune and the time 
signature, let’s have a good look at the remaining notes.’ 

He and Smallways bent over the paper together. 



4 As they're written there,’ said Dennis, 4 those notes are just 
nothing at all. As music they're absurd. My idea is that Hill 
wrote them down wrong. You see the way his mind was working. 
By copying out a tune from a hymn-book he gave us the tip that 
he was going to reveal the hiding-place of the jewels. The next 
thing he was sure to do was to thrnk of a tune set to words which 
would suggest to any intelligent man where to look for the jewels. 
For instance, if he had written out a few bars of that tune about 
the roses round the door making me love mother more—just the 
sort of so»)g Hill would be likely to know—we’d have known 
that he’d hidden the jewels at the root of some rose-bush to 
which he'd had access before he was arrested.’ 

4 But it’s not that tune,’ said Smallways. 

4 No, it isn’t. But you see the idea. Take another example. 
If Hill had hidden the jewels in the works of some clock he’d 
think at once of a tune which used to be popular when I was a 
boy: 

My grandfather clock was too large for the shelf, 

But it stood ninety years on the floor. 

Then we’d know where he’d put the jewels.’ 

Smallways, who knew the grandfather clock tune, whistled it, 
keeping his eye on the notes as he did so. 

4 That’s not it,’ he said. 

4 1 knew that before you whistled it,’ said Dennis. 4 1 merely 

134 


mentioned that tune to give you an idea of the way Hill’s mind 
must have been working. But it’s not the slightest use guessing 
at tunes. What we’ve got to do is to get at the notes themselves. 
Now listen to this.’ 

He whistled slowly and clearly the five top notes, then the three 
underneath them, then the three in the bass clef. 

‘ Is that any tune you know ? ’ he asked. 

‘ It’s not any tune at all, or the least like any tune.’ 

‘ Quite so,’ said Dennis; ‘ so now we come to my real point. 
The first tune Hill wanted—the one which was to suggest the idea 
of jewels to Cresswood—was a hymn tune. He borrowed a 
hymn-book from the chaplain and copied out what he wanted. 
He got it right, perfectly right as far as be went. But the next 
tune he wanted wasn’t in the hymn-book. If it had been he’d 
have copied it out too and got it right like the other. But if it 
was a secular tune he couldn’t have got it to copy. There was no 
use his asking, for instance, for the full score of the “ Mikado 
The chaplain wouldn’t have given it to him; so if he wanted a 
tune out of that he’d have to trust to his memory and write it 
down as best he could; and he might have wanted one of the 
“ Mikado ” tunes. Suppose he’d hidden the jewels in a hole in 
the ground near a tree beside a river. He'd naturally think of 

On a tree by a river a little tomtit 
Sang “ Willow, ’tit willow,” 

and so on. Now, I don’t know what you’d make of writing down 
that tune from memory without the help of an instrument.’ 

* I couldn’t do it a^ all.’ 

‘ Exactly. Nor could Hill. But he tried, and my idea is that 
he probably got a note or two right, enough to suggest the tune 
he wanted.’ 

‘ That’s a most ingenious idea, Dennis.’ 

‘ Hill,’ said Dennis, ‘ was a most ingenious man. Now, just 
you listen while I whistle the notes, and see if you can’t catch 
some hint of a tune.’ 

Once more he whistled the whole thing through. He whistled 
it through three times, altering the emphasis on the notes, some¬ 
times even their length. Smallways shook his head hopelessly. 

‘ I don’t catch a hint of anything I’ve ever heard,’ he said. 

‘ Nor do I,’ said Dennis. ‘ I wish to goodness Hill had been 
more careful. No man has a right to muddle up a tune as badly 
as he’s muddled this one. There’s only one other thing we can 
do l we must alter one or two of the notes and put others instead 
of them. Assuming that Hill made a mistake, that he had a real 
tune in his head but couldn’t write it down correctly, what we’ve 
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got to do is to go through it, changing each note into something 
which it might have been meant to be. You catch the idea, 

don’t you ? ’ 

‘ That’ll be a longish business, won’t it ? ’ 

4 Very long indeed,’ said Dennis. 4 There are eleven notes 
altogether; but first of all we need only deal with the five top 
notes. They’re the most likely to give the tune, and we may 
assume, to start with anyhow, that Hill didn’t go very far out, 
not perhaps more than a semi-tone either up or down. Suppose 
we start with that minim in the bar by itself. We make it C 
natural instead of C sharp and try what the thing sounds like 
then.’ 

4 C sharp,' said Smallways thoughtfully. 

4 Yes, and when we're at it we'll flatten the two Cs in the last 
bar. They are sharp too. Now listen.’ 

4 Wait a minute,’ said Smallways. 4 It sounds ridiculous, I 
know, but I’ve just thought of a silly old riddle which I used to be 
asked when I was a boy: 44 What musical note would you use 
in ordering a sentry to keep a good look-out ? ” The answer is 
C sharp. See sharp ! Got it ? ’ 

4 Great Scot ! ' said Dennis, 4 1 believe you've hit it, Smallways. 
It isn’t a tune at all. It’s a series of notes which spell something. 
Sec sharp, and then at the other end See sharp twice over. That 
is to say: 44 look carefully ”. Hill was a most ingenious scoun¬ 
drel. I wonder if Cresswood would ever have found it out. Now 
we've only got to read off" the notes between the two Cs—the 
notes in the middle bar. Take the first chord: B. He may be 
making another pun. He may mean 44 Be ” or even 44 Bee ”, 
though I don't see how he could have hidden the jewels in a bee¬ 
hive. Still we'll keep that idea in mind. BED. That’s sense 
so far—B e d: 44 bed ”. The jewels are in some bed or other. 
A flower-bed would be a likely enough hiding-place. But what 
flower-bed ? The next chord ought to tell us that: E F A.’ 

4 That's no good. E F A doesn’t mean anything.’ 

4 Don’t be too sure of that,’ said Dennis. 4 We must remember 
that Hill had only seven letters to work with, A to G. Using this 
musical scale cipher of his he had to spell what he wanted without 
using any letter farther on in the alphabet than G. If he wanted 
another letter he’d have had to use one of the first seven instead 
of it. For instance, if he wanted P the natural thing would have 
been to use B. If we have to go through the rest of the alphabet 
letter by letter, substituting each for E, and then for G, and then 
for A it will take us weeks. We could do it in time, and when we 
had done it we’d have the word that Hill wanted to write. But I 
think I see a shorter way than that. E F A isn't a word, but it’s 
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very nearly two words. All we have to do is to substitute an 0 
for the first E and we have two words.’ 

‘ “ Ofa ”, what word’s that ? ’ 

‘ Don’t be incredibly stupid, Smallways. I told you it was two 
words: “ofa”.’ 

'“Ofa”. But ofa what? ’said Smallways. 4 1 don’t see how 
any one can be expected to guess a thing like that.’ 

‘ I’ve guessed it,’ said Dennis, 4 so it was evidently guessable. 
Now, see where we’ve got to so far: 44 Look carefully. Bed of 
a . . .” The next chord will no doubt tell us where that bed is.’ 

But the next chord did nothing of the sort. It read D E. Then 
all by itself came another D. Not even Dennis s optimistic 
guessing could make anything out of D E D. 

4 So far,’ said Smallways, 4 leaving out that attempt of yours to 
turn E F A into 44 of a ” what we’ve actually got is B E D E F A D 
E D. It’s all very well to tell us to see sharp or look carefully; 
but what’s the good of looking carefully at a thing like 

that?’ . J . ' 

4 All the same,’ said Dennis, 4 I’m convinced that we are on the 

right track. That C sharp riddle of yours, Smallways, gave us the 
clue. Suppose we try reading the letters from left to right instead 
of downwards in chords. It's quite likely that Hill wrote them 
that way. He’d have been thinking of the letters themselves and 
not of their musical connotation. How does this strike you: 
B E D D ? That’s the first line.’ 

4 44 Bed ”, spelled wrong. That’s all.’ 

4 E F E, that’s the second line. D A, that's the third. Taken 
altogether, BEDDEFEDA. I’ve got it, Smallways ! I’ve 
got it. Give me that jug if there’s any beer left in it. The last 
four letters gave it to me.’ He took a hasty drink before he spoke 
again. 4 FED A: 44 Feda Does that mean anything to you, 
Smallways ? Nothing. You sit in that cathedral Sunday after 
Sunday. You. sit in the choir every Sunday evening. You sit on 
the Cantoris side. You stare and stare at a great, recklessly 
adorned Renaissance shrine with a tomb inside it, and you ve 
never had the curiosity to ask whose tomb it is.’ 

But this was unjust. Smallways had asked. He had even 

remembered the answer to his question. 

4 Feda ! ’ he said. 4 Bishop Feda.’ 

4 Exactly. Now read the thing. C sharp: 44 Look carefully . 
Supply the words 44 at ” or 44 in ” and 44 the ”: 44 Look carefully 
in the B E D, bed ”—another word for tomb (see Hymns Ancient 
and Modern: “ The grave as little as my bed ”, 44 Each within his 
narrow bed ”, and so on passim). 44 Look carefully in the bed 
(or tomb)”. D E, 44 de ”, French for 44 of ”. Hill couldn t write 
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“ of ” because he hadn’t got the letter O. “ Look carefully in 
the tomb of Feda 

‘ Worked out that way,’ said Smallways, ‘ it does make a kind 
of sense.’ 

‘ It makes exactly the sense that Hill meant it to make,” said 
Dennis; 4 and gives us a hiding-place for the jewels which in itself 
is extremely likely; in fact, so likely that I’m amazed at nobody 
thinking of it before, even without the help of Hill’s cipher.’ 

4 It’s the last place I’d ever think of hiding anything,’ said 
Smallways. 

4 That’s because you’re not a cathedral verger. Hill was. He 
spent his days mouching about the cathedral and looking at 
things. Bishop Feda’s tomb was being shifted from its original 
place in the choir to the south transept just when Hill was there. 
He was bound to look at it for hours every day. While that was 
happening he brought off his burglary, with the aid of Binder and 
the others. Now see how his mind worked—must have worked. 
Here’s a good stone coffin, empty except for a few bones. He 
knows that it’s never been touched and won’t be touched again 
for perhaps another five hundred years. All he has to do is prize 
up the lid, at night, when nobody is there, and drop the emeralds 
in. There they’d stay till he got out of prison. What could be 
more probable than that ? Given the conditions, I’d say that 
Hill’s action was almost inevitable, and now here’s his cipher to 
turn the probability into a certainty.’ 


CHAPTER XXI 

‘ I’LL call it a certainty when I see the jewels,’ said Smallways I 

4 And you shall see them, touch them if you like. Let’s see. . 
have to be at a choirmen's supper to-night. Shall we say to¬ 
morrow night at half-past ten ? ’ 

4 What do you mean ? ’ 

4 What I say of course. You and I, taking a crowbar with us, 
will go into the cathedral to-morrow night at half-past ten and 
open dear old Feda’s stone coffin.’ 

4 You can’t open a grave,’ said Smallways, ‘ without an order 
from the Home Secretary.’ 

4 If you propose to go at the job in that spirit,’ said Dennis, ‘ I 
may as well tell you that you can’t touch a monument in the 
cathedral without getting a faculty from the Chancellor of the 
Diocese. I don’t know how you feel about it, Smallways, but 
my impression is that if we have to get permission from the Home 
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Secretary and a faculty from the Chancellor it’ll take about thirty 
years. The Home Secretary will take the view that the Chancellor 
ought not to interfere with him. The Chancellor will say that the 
Home Secretary is a rank outsider with no authority over ecclesi¬ 
astical monuments. They’ll argue with each other until each has 
to engage two extra clerks to take charge of the correspondence. 
That’s the way our Civil Service keeps growing and growing. In 
the end, if we get them to agree—the new clerks being pensionable 
by that time—we’ll come up against the Dean and Chapter 
who’ll refuse permission, just to show that they don t care t o 
hoots either for the Home Secretary or the ChanccHor and it will 
take us another thirty years to talk them round. That s the 
things are done, Smallways, and a man with your experience of 

public life ought to know it.’ t , 

‘ That's all very well,’ said Smallways; but we can t g 

breaking into tombs on our own.’ 

‘ I can and I would without bothering about your ridiculous 

scruples. But it’s an awkward job for one. ^ I suppose l cou 
prize the lid off the tomb all right, but I don t care for doing it. 
Suppose the thing slipped and came crashing down and go 
smashed. The archdeacon doesn't care much for old Feda I 
know. He regards him as rather a dog, more of a dog than a 
bishop ought to be. All the same he’ll make himself very un¬ 
pleasant if I smash the lid of the tomb. Besides, it would be no 
use doing it unless you were there. I m quite convinced that the 

jewels are in the tomb, and seeing them won 1 conv,n ^ ^V™? 
more. It’s you who say that you won t believe what s been 

demonstrated without the evidence of your own eyes. You 
might just as well insist on measuring the sides of a triangle after 
Euclid 3 had proved to you that two of them must be longer than 

th ‘ Don’t you see,’ said Smallways, ‘ that before I do anything I 
must be certain that you’ve really read that tune thing right? 

‘I’m offering you’certain.y,’ said Dennis; the additional 
certainty of seeing with your own eyes and you won t take it. 

' ‘ What you’re suggesting,’ said Smallways, is; sacrilege. 

‘ Rot 1 If we were going to root about among the bones of the 
Apostle Paul or any other recognized saint there might be some 
sense in talking about sacrilege. But old Feda ! By all accounts 
he committed far worse sacrilege himself. Why, he wanted to 
, that p j,i of his Chloe, or whatever he called her, buried with 
Mm il, his g tomb in the dihedral. Pretty dashing for a Mshop, 
that' I don’t think we need worry about disturbing hisi bones. 
If he has any feeling at all about it he 11 rather like it. A bit of 
variety for him after lying quiet for centuries. 


‘ I didn't mean sacrilege in that sense,’ said Smalhvays. 

‘ You're thinking of an offence punishable by law. Is that it ? 
Well, I quite admit that it would be a bit awkward for you if » 

you’re caught. But you won’t be.' ^ 

‘ I’d much rather get an order from the Home Secretary, said 

Smalhvays. 4 But if I do that-’ 

4 It'll take fifty years at least,’ said Dennis. 4 I've explained 

that to you.’ 

4 If I ask for an order and it turns out that there’s nothing in 
the tomb-’ 

‘Oh, old Feda’s bones will be there,’ said Dennis; ‘and I 
shouldn't wonder if you found Chloe’s skeleton too. It’ll annoy 
the archdeacon and Miss Grosvenor frightfully if we do.’ 

‘ 1 wish to goodness, Dennis, that you'd be serious if only it’s 
for five minutes at a time. I don’t think you realize what a nasty 
affair this is and what an infernal stink we’re going to raise if we 
go on with it. If you’re right about the damned piece of music 
and the jewels are in the bishop's tomb, then it follows that some 
one must have taken that paper from Cresswood, and it looks as 
if whoever took it killed Cresswood to get it. In other words, 
there’s been a murder, and it's my job to lay my hands on the 
murderer. Don't you see what that means ? How did that cipher 
of Hill's get out of the prison ? There'll be an infernal row about 
that. What about the verdict of the coroner’s court here ? It 
will look very much as if the dean’s story of what he heard in the 
cathedral was deliberately suppressed. We shall have the arch¬ 
deacon hauled over the coals for that.’ 


‘ Jolly good for the archdeacon,’ said Dennis. 

4 And Miss Grosvenor and Harrowby. It’ll appear as if they 
were in the conspiracy too. They’ve been saying that the dean’s 
mind has given way.’ 

4 All right,' said Dennis. 4 If you feel that way about it I’m 
quite willing to drop the whole matter. After all, Cresswood’s 
dead and the jewels will be no more loss than they were six weeks 
ago. Nobody knows a thing and nobody even suspects any¬ 
thing except you and me. If we keep our mouths shut-’ 

4 That's impossible,’ said Smalhvays. 4 We can't suppress a 
murder and a robbery.' 


4 You're the most difficult man to deal with, Smalhvays. First 
you say that if we go on we shall raise an infernal stink—your 
own words, my dear fellow. Personally I should rather like that, 
just for the sake of seeing the archdeacon hopped on by a judge 
or two. But I'm perfectly willing to give up my own pleasure for 
your sake and say nothing. When I propose that you take a tone 
of virtuous indignation, wrap yourself up in the shining armour 
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of incorruptibility, truth, and justice, and all that sort of thing, 
making me feel like a maggot.- Now what do you want. 

‘ I want to be perfectly certain that the jewels are in that tomb 
before I do anything more. Don't you see that we ve really 
nothing to go on but your guess about that scrap of music, and 

if-’ . , 7 

‘ Guess ! It’s a mathematical demonstration.’ 

‘ It’s a guess,’ said Smallways, ‘ a fantastic guess If it s »ron 
and the jewels aren't there and it ever comes out that we opened 
that tomb-well, all I can say is that I shall deserve what comes 
to me for starting the worst kind of row about noth g 

3 ‘ That brings us back to where we started,’ said Dennis. Let s 
open the tomb and see.’ . , 

: X, ^ 

can do is to give you a large emerald for yourself, a great 
stone worth perhaps live hundred pounds. * tbe 

. • -0, Lk£g abj». —^ 

insurance company, or the jewels, i 
murdered Cresswood.’ 

‘ WeLUof course one thinks of Binder firsC said 
‘but I don’t believe he did it. Unless b cat hedral when 

were lying, Binder couldn’t have bee " , Mitre ‘- when Cress- 
Cresswood was killed. He didnt leave ith Cresswood 

wood did. But unless he went into the cathedra , 

he couldn’t have got in at all. The dered b y some one 

‘ Then you think that Cresswood J - n 7 g ut 

who had a key of the south transept door g ^ dean> 

there are only about a dozen people w y the assistant 

the four canons, Cresswood, a couple g ^ thin ki n g of 
organist, and myself. I say, Smallway ,) rather , ike t0 

suggesting that the archdeacon didl lU ^ he djd u> } don T 
see him tried for his life, but I don t o 7 , 

believe he would. Are you thinking o 

‘ Carson is a possibility.’ that he could let him- 

‘ But Carson didn’t do it. I quite ad hg might have 

self into the cathedral any hour he ch . good-bye to 

gone in with Cresswood that night inst ^ g resswood ’ s 

nim as he said he did. But why should Ca 
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key of the door ? Somebody stole it, for it’s disappeared. You 
didn’t find it in his pockets. I’ve had the whole cathedral swept 
out in the hope of finding it. The archdeacon made such a fuss 
that I had to. But the key wasn't there. It seems pretty plain 
that the murderer took it when he took the tune. If he wanted to 
get out he’d require a key to open the door, so he took Cress- 
wood’s. Carson wouldn’t have done that. He had all the keys 
he could possibly want. But, I say, if the murderer hadn’t the 
key before he took Cresswood’s how did he get in ? ’ 

He might have strolled in during the day when the cathedral 
was open and simply stayed there. I don't suppose the vergers 
search the cathedral before they lock up. And, anyhow, there 
are plenty of hiding-places. He. might have slipped in behind 
Bishop Feda’s tomb.’ 

‘ 11 would be ratber funny if he did that. He’d have been lean¬ 
ing up against the emeralds without knowing it. Anyhow, what 
that suggestion comes to is that we’ve no sort of indication at all 
to show who it was. It might have been any one, absolutely any 
one. The only thing we know is that it’s not likely to have been 
a member of the chapter or me or Carson. We all have keys. 
It might be any one else.’ 

‘ l \ ™ ust be some one >’ said Smallways, ‘ who knew that Cress- 
wood had that piece of music, that is to say, some one who had 
heard of it from Elsie Hill, or from Binder, or had private in¬ 
formation from one of the prison warders. That narrows things 
down a bit. 5 


‘ I’ll tell you something which narrows them down still more,’ 
said Dennis. Whoever stole the tune left it in the Song School, 

7othl SonglLh’ aren '' S ° many Pe ° ple Wh ° haVe aCCeSS 
• Un *' ss Cresswo °d dropped it there himself,’ said Smallways, 
murder ; ““ " WaS n ° robber >' and P™bably " c 


Binlr a' m r P0SS i ble ’ Said Dennis ’ ‘ lf you'd seen the way 

missed k tl JZ T, y ° U ' d know he didn’t have 

He had thl ii h e t n ln the Son e Sch001 when he was there. 

He h dd the p acc , 0 hlmseIf for the best Qf ha , f an hour 

if U was there I* 6 ’ ^ Shi " in S’ that he’d P have found the tune 

one n onhe ay two°h,f r Tn Ws P hair / i >ther wearily. He lifted firsl 
either. J en ot her. There was no beer left in 


rel.WH^r 56 t3lking any more t0 -nig b t,’ he said. ‘ We a 
the jewels aSt^aTtomb’^' 110 " hat ‘° d °’ We ’ re sure 1 
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I ‘ That,’ said Dennis, ‘ you’ll know for certain to-morrow night. 
Call round for me at ten and don't forget the crowbar. We may 
Jot want it, but if we do we shan t be able to get 

without it.’ 




CHAPTER XXII 

MATINS had ended. The organ P '^ ed . b X r a ° re^sfe^ 

made an appropriate noise, while the c loi Th / k oys dis- 

sir 

T-HcdSf H h : tageredin'the Song 

School. 

: Sg^^inr sa 0 ,d Dennis with a grin. ’ They gave 
it ^srp." n and strong, p.ease, si, with a 

“'So/untostand from what your father said to me yesterday.’ 

‘ Please, sir, my father says sir Xom> and I don’t in the 
‘ I’ve heard what your father says, 1 om, at 

least want to hear it again.’ sir , is that 

‘ Please, sir, it’s not that, sir. What my tat y 
I’m to tell you that I’m sorry, and that I won i g & 

the Song School again.’ Hodson had been in a very 

This surprised Dennis. .M/ H lt was difficult to believe 
different mood the night befo . apology. Sleep 

that he had insisted on this message of abject h / s 

brings wisdom with it s °"| e “^ ed in a pacific mood next 

gone to bed in a rage has c that Hodson was that 

morning. But Dennis did not tmnx 

kind of man. ,, S oy you were sorry ? 

• Did you shy your fate toMy h J h y ough , rd got what 

Yes, sir, please, sir. He saiu more of the sa me if I 

I deserved, and he hoped you g hope you won’t.’ 

required it. That’s what he sa.d u. But r^ ^ aU 

‘ All right,’ said Dennis. Vou can y the 

over and done with and nothing more will be 

Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. And please, sir- 



Tom hesitated. It was evident that he had a request to make 
and was a little shy about making it. 

‘ Please, sir,’ he said at last, ‘ might I take a look for something 
I lost, sir—dropped it when Mr. Carson came in that day and I 
ran away.’ 

‘ Pen-knife ? ’ said Dennis. ‘ Lump of toffee ? Not cigarettes, 
I hope, Tom ? ’ 

‘ No, sir. Nothing like that, sir. It was a piece of music—the 
piece of music I was playing when Mr. Carson came in. I must 
have left it on the piano, sir. It may have slipped down, sir. 
Please, sir, may I look for it ? ’ 

‘ Tom,’ said Dennis eagerly, 4 tell me the truth. What was that 
piece of music ? ’ 

‘ A -tune, sir. Not a regular tune, but wrote out on a bit of 
paper.’ 

4 Where did you get it ? Who gave it to you ? ’ 

But Tom, who had answered willingly enough so far, suddenly 
became obstinately silent. Dennis asked question after question. 
4 Did your father give it to you ? ’ 4 Did he tell you to come back 
to me and ask me to search for it ? ’ 4 When did he find out that 
you’d lost it ? ’ 4 Did he send you here to play it on this piano ? ’ 
4 Did you play it before Carson came in ? ’ 4 Did you recognize 
the tune as one that you'd heard before.’ 

Under this shower of questions Tom remained silent. At first 
he seemed amazed, as he well might be, for Dennis spoke with an 
eagerness quite unlike anything that Tom had heard before. 
Gradually his face settled into a sulky scowl. It was plain that he 
was quite determined not to answer. At last, quite suddenly, he 
hung his head and began to cry bitterly. 

Dennis, a tender-hearted man, and really fond of his boys, felt 
very sorry for him. He also realized that he was saying—indeed 
alieady had said far too much. He felt sure that he knew now 
who had stolen the tune and—he shivered slightly at the thought 

who had killed Cresswood. He realized that it would not 
do to put Hodson on his guard, perhaps give him a chance of 
escaping, by saying things to the boy which he would certainly 
report to his father. J 

4 Very well, Tom,’ he said, speaking as quietly as he could. 

You may search for your piece of music. I have to go away, 
and must leave you here by yourself. Don't do any mischief.’ 

nease, sir —Tom had stopped crying— 4 please, sir, if Mr. 
Carson comes in-•’ 


believe viwt f y °l ma J St3y Here - But 1 dare sa > he wouldn’t 

to hl'ZZ, , y0U , Sa ; d that ; 1-11 le “ Cars °" myself as I go out 

that he s hot to interfere with you. Find your piece of music and 
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take it home with you to your^father, but don't ever come to the 
Song School again to play tunes on this piano.’ 

, j‘ Thank you, sir. No, sir. I won’t be long, sir. Thank you 

_ very much, sir.’ 

Dennis hurried out. Regardless of what the archdeacon s 
feelings might be he ran through the cloisters. He ran even faster 
-—ran at the top of his speed—across the close, taking forbidden 
short-cuts across the grass. He was on his way to the police 
station to tell Smallways what seemed very important news. 

After leaving the close he had to stop running. It was market 
day in Carminster, and the streets, all of them very narrow, were 
crowded. The best Dennis could do was to walk fast, jostling 
every one who got in his way. In spite of his determination to 
get on he was stopped before he reached the police station. A 
taxi-cab had pulled up outside the Mitre Inn. A lady got out. 
Dennis recognized her at once. It was Miss Elsie Hill. She also 


re “f S ‘Th d e h pr«entor,’ she said. ' Now I do call that lucky ! 

You’re the very man I want to talk to.’ 

‘ I’m sorry,’ said Dennis, ‘ but you can’t talk to me now. 1 m 

in a desperate hurry.’ 

But Elsie, as he might have known, was not an easy person o 
shake off. She grasped him firmly by the arm, holding it with 
both her hands. The taxi-driver, who, like every one eke in Car¬ 
minster, respected the cathedral clergy, stared in as oms • 
Powell coming out to welcome an arriving guest, also stared, 

^ Now, precentor,’ said Elsie, ‘ don’t go saying things like that 
Nobody could be in a hurry in a place like Carminster. Anyho 
a cocktail won’t hurt you. Come in and have one with me. 
Can’t possibly,’ said Dennis, struggling to free his arm. ? 

‘ Now, now,’ said Elsie, ‘ that’s what I call naughty temper. 
She looked round at the taxi-driver and winked. She looked 
at Powell and winked again. A small crowd wbs gathering on 
the pavement. Elsie took them into her confidenc^ with a third 
wink. Many young men, and perhaps most cl gy . 
have been embarrassed. Dennis was not afflicted in that May. 
The smiles of the lookers-on did not affect him at ail. 
he realized that it would not be very easy to ge y 
determined young woman who held him hrm y. 

‘ Come along with me,’ he said ; ‘ We can talk as wc go. You 

can tell me what you want and 111 do it at once 1 • 

anything serious Inspector Smallways will help. y y 

to the police station.’ 

Elsie dropped his arm at once. 


‘ No police station for me,’ she said. * If that’s where you’re 
going you can go without me.’ 

Dennis, his arm released, pushed his way through the gathering 
crowd. Before he passed altogether out of earshot Elsie’s voice 
came to him. 

4 See you later then, unless the police keep you when they get 
you there.’ 

A grave hush fell upon the people who heard her. The grins 
faded trom the faces of Powell and the taxi-driver. Elsewhere— 
in London, in Manchester, in Liverpool, anywhere—a crowd 
would have shouted merrily at a joke well suited to the popular 
mind. In Carrpinster people were shocked, as if by very blas¬ 
phemous words. Indeed, the suggestion that the police might 
imprison one of the cathedral clergy was very like blasphemy. 

Dennis reached the police station and burst into the inspector’s 
office. 

4 Smallways,’ he said, 4 I’ve got your man for you. I’ve found 
out how the tune got into the Song School and who brought it 
there. You can arrest Hodson, and you’d better do it at once 
before he makes a bolt for it.’ 

4 Ah,’ said Smallways, 4 1 had a feeling that it might be Hodson.’ 

It cannot be pleasant to arrest a man suspected of murder, and 

Smallways, whose heart was kindly, greatly disliked the duty. 

Yet there was a certain satisfaction in the thought that Hodson 

was to be his victim. Long ago, at the time when Hodson came 

down to investigate the Carminster jewel robbery, Smallways had 

suffered snubs and indignities. Only a few days before, when 

Binder paid his first visit to Carminster, Smallways had been 

snubbed again, for the business of watching the convict was 

entrusted to Hodson and not to him. Moreover, Hodson had 

been objectionable, steadily and continuously objectionable, to 

every one in Carminster—that is to say, to every one who held 

office or position in church or town. If an arrest had to be made 

and a dreadful charge brought, better Hodson than any one 
else. J 


Smallways listened to Dennis's story, and together they wen 

over the evidence against Hodson, building up a case little b 
little. r w 

Hodson knew that the stolen jewels had never been recovered 
Every one else knew that too, but Hodson was not likely to forge 
it, for he had been engaged in searching for them 

hid“t-p“ace DeW ‘ hat H '"' aDd ° n ‘ y Hi “’ had the secret of th( 
«= "mg h," secreT Wore™'tod. ^ giV “ ^ °PP 0rtUnity 0 
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Hodson might have—there was nothing unlikely in supposing 
that he had—some friend on the prison staff at Bassmoor. He 
might have been told about the letter to Elsie and the tune. 

‘ The case is weak there,’ said Smallways. 1 It isn't enough to 
say “ possible ” and “ might ’’ when a man is being tried for his 
life.’ 

‘ Hodson ’—it was Dennis who spoke— was mighty keen on 
trying to prove at the inquest that Cresswood was drunk. I 
thoughtat the time that it was just general nastiness of disposition 
that made him do it. But I can see now that what he really 
wanted was to make it quite clear that an accident was likely. 
That was what we all believed, but we'd have believed it more if it 
had been shown that Cresswood was drunk.’ 

‘ Then there’s the dean’s story,’ said Smallways. ‘ That knocks 
the accident theory on the head.’ 

* And now there’s the tune,’ said Dennis. ‘ What evidently 
happened was this: he had it but he couldn't make it out. He 
sent that boy of his to play it on the piano in the Song School, 
where nobody would hear him, in order to find out what it was. 
I suppose Hodson hasn’t got a piano of his own ? ’ 

‘ No, he hasn’t. I happen to know that.’ 

‘ Well, tliat seems to me to prove—pretty completely prove— 
that Hodson did it.’ 

‘ If we find that the jewels are really in that tomb 

* We’ll find that to-night.’ 

‘ If we do,’ said Smallways, ‘ it'll be a great help to us. To tell 
you the truth, nothing that we have got so far will bring the thing 
home to Hodson unless we find the jewels in the tomb. No jury 
will believe in that music cryptogram of yours unless it turns out 
that the jewels are really there. It’ll be precious hard to make a 
jury believe a thing like that, even if the jewels are there. 

‘ Do you mean to say you are not going to arrest Hodson . 

4 I’ll arrest him all right,’ said Smallways, ‘ after I’ve found the 
jewels. I don’t suppose I could even get a warrant against him 
unless I do. But I’ll take care that he doesn't slip away in the 
meanwhile.’ 

‘ But he did it,’ said Dennis. ‘ Surely you believe that ! 

‘ I believe it,’ said Smallways. ‘ But believing isn't proving. 
There are plenty of men arrested who are never hanged, and no 
jury would find him guilty on the evidence we've got unless we 
can connect that tune of his with the jewels. 


CHAPTER XXIII 


/ 


1 1 THINK,’ said the dean, ‘ that I shall go straight to my study. 

I have a little work to do and I should like to get on with it.’ 

There was a hint of apology in his tone and a hint of doubtful¬ 
ness, such as a man might feel who is not sure that his apology 
will be accepted or his excuse believed. 

Dinner was over. The dean was holding the door of the room 
open for Sybil. His manners, even when alone with his daughter, 
were formally correct. He rose when she left the room and 
opened the door for her as courteously as if a whole procession 
of ladies were to precede her. 

‘ Don’t do too much, father dear,’ said Sybil. 4 Remember 
what the doctor said.’ 

‘ Oh, it's nothing very exacting,’ said the dean. 4 Just that 
little poem addressed ad Paulum Diaeonum. Hinc celer egrcdiens 
facili. You remember it, don't you?’ 

Sybil remembered it. She also remembered something else. 

4 You won't forget, will you, father dear, that the archdeacon 
is to be here at half-past nine ? I asked him to dinner, but he had 
some engagement and couldn't be with us till nine-thirty.’ 

The dean had been trying, without success, to forget this visit 
of the archdeacon's ever since he first heard of it at luncheon¬ 
time. / 

Ah, yes, he said meekly. 4 1 remember. Something about 
poor Cresswood, wasn't it ? ’ 

4 About that unfortunate man’s debts,’ said Sybil. 4 The 
archdeacon thinks-’ 

‘Yes, yes. They ought to be paid. Must be paid. Very well, 
Sybil, send me word when the archdeacon arrives. In the 
meanwhile-’ 

The dean slipped quietly past Sybil and into his study. He had 
nearly an hour before him. He had waiting for him the poem in 
which Paul the Deacon no doubt once rejoiced. He set to work 
on one of the most delightful lines of it: 

Pax pia, mens humilis, pulchra et concordia fratrum. 

Religious peacefulness and humble mood 
And fair agreement of the brotherhood. 


But that was not good, not good at all. 
through the words and tried again: 
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The dean ran his pen 


All pious peace, all lowliness, all fair, 

Affection of the brotherhood are there. 

That was no better.. The dean took a fresh sheet ol paper. 

‘Pax pia: Is there any English rendering of ‘ pax pia which is 
adequate? Miss Waddell-the dean respected her work but 
here she had shirked the difficulty. 'Pax pia ? She had left 
out the 1 pia ’ altogether. 

Quiet and brother’s love and humbleness. 

That was her rendering. It was quite good excellent for ' pax \ 
But what about the ‘ pia ’ ? The dean felt that p,o : houl 
mean something. It ought to mean much, perhaps 
‘ Miss Grosvenor wishes me to say, sir, < 

ha it a was ed Redington, surely long before his .irne^wim to 
horrible announcement. The dean glance 

twenty-five past nine. So swiftly t.me 

pleasantly busy. The archdeacon was no m orides himself 
too early, a mere nothing for a man who sp > P , Qt the 

on never being late. The dean gave on g How little 

poem. 'Pax%: How little there js 

too of the 'pulchra concordia fratrum . , company. 

to ‘ S An unpleasant business, I fear,’ he said; very 

The paying of debts for ^^"ctedtom the cre^itors^ho, 
pleasant. No gratitude can be ' e *P* thcm . it is foolish to 
after all, receive nothing but what is humiliated by the 

look for gratitude from the debtor who felstomh^ ^ ^ 

investigation of his affairs, and * pxnccted because the 

sincere expressions of thanks canno 0 r generosity is to be 
man was 'dead. No through 

looked for, because such matters n > least satis- 

privately. Indeed, of all forms of giving, this 

factory to the giver. hi.siness was, it was not dull. 

But this time, disagreeable as th . • announ cement to make. 
The archdeacon had a most surp ng licitors t0 investi- 

‘ I thought it best,’ he began, to ask my for us a 

gate Cresswood’s affairs thoroughly, and to p I 

detailed list of his debts.’. r , 

•; ‘ Quite so,’ said the dean. ‘ Very wise of you 

‘ And the result ? ’ said Sybil. meant to 

She too, since she had a little money of her 

149 


bear her share of the burden. She was naturally anxious to 
know the amount of the liability. 

Then the archdeacon made his amazing announcement. 

All Cresswood's debts, with one or two trifling exceptions, had 
been paid. Carson was still owed a few pounds. Powell had an 
unsatisfied claim. Every one else had been paid iirfull. 

‘ How very remarkable,’ said the dean, ‘ and how very 
satisfactory ! ’ 

But the archdeacon had more to say. His solicitors had done 
their work thoroughly, and had discovered the curious fact that 
the money for the payment of the debts had been received by 
Cresswood only two days before his death. It had been given to 
him, or lent to him, by Hodson. 

4 1 cannot imagine,’ said the archdeacon, 4 that Hodson, an 
aggressive Dissenter, invariably hostile to the cathedral—I cannot 
imagine that he would have given such a sum to Cresswood out 
of simple goodwill. But the money was certainly received and 
the debts were certainly paid. My solicitors have no doubt about 
the facts.’ « 

4 Hodson must have lent it to him,’ said Sybil. 

4 In that case,’ said the archdeacon, 4 Hodson must be paid, 
and our liability remains unchanged. Indeed, it is all the more 
necessary to pay at once since the creditor is Hodson.’ * 

Even the dean understood that. Sybil was quite clear about it. 

4 The odd thing.’ said the archdeacon, 4 is that Hodson has 
made no claim; My solicitors invited all Cresswood’s creditors 
to send statements of the amounts owed to them. They made 
individual requests to those whom they knew or thought likely 
to be creditors. When they became aware of the facts, that is to 
say, of the payment of the debts, they wrote to Hodson asking 
him to make his claim. No answer has been received from him.’ 

4 Perhaps,’ said the dean, who was a man of charitable mind, 
inclined to think well of his neighbours, 4 perhaps Hodson meant 

to give the money. He may have been a friend of poor Cress- 
wood's.’ 


Father, dear,’ said Sybil, 4 don’t talk nonsense.’ 

There was a frown of perplexity on her forehead, and Sybil 

hated being perplexed. She liked to understand everything, 

and generally did understand everything quite clearly. Being 

puzzled was a novel experience to her, and she did not like it. 

Her father’s suggestion irritated her. It also irritated the 
archdeacon. 


Hodson, he said, 4 is quite incapable of such generosity.’ 

c a m^ en t Re »u n§t0n ’ cou § hin § discreetly as he opened the doc 
came into the room. r 
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‘ A young person,’ he said, ‘ has called and wishes to see the 
dean.’ t 

‘ I can’t possibly see any young person now,’ said the dean^ 

‘ Tell her to call to-morrow,’ said Sybil. 

Redington drew himself up with a slightly offended air. He 
was a butler who knew his business and did not like to be told 
how to do it, even by his employers. 

‘ I have already informed the young person,’ he said,' that the 
dean is busy, and I requested her to call to-morrow. I regret to 
say that she declines to go away.’ 

‘ If necessary,’ said the archdeacon, ‘ you must telephone to 

the police to remove her.’ 

But that seemed to the dean an unduly harsh way of dealing 
with a visitor who might have some legitimate reason fbr calling. 
‘ I wonder,’ he said, ‘ if I ought to see her.’ 

4 Certainly not,’ said Sybil. ‘ If any one sees her I shall.’ 

4 Or perhaps if I spoke to her-’ said the archdeacon. 

But, so it happened, they were all to see her. 

Redington, who was standing in the doorway, was taken by the 
shoulders,*turned round, and pushed out of the room. Miss Elsie 

Hill stood in his place. . , 

4 Hullo, dean ! ’ she said. 4 Going strong ? That’s right. 

The dean rose to his feet. He remembered Elsie distinctly. 
Indeed it would have been hard for him to forget her. He had 
never in his life, until she first called on him, come across a girl 
like Elsie Hill. He meant to say a word of gentle protest, but 
the archdeacon was too quick for him. ^ 

4 May I ask,’ he said, 4 the reason of this intrusion ? 

4 Are you a bishop ? ’ said Elsie. 

4 An archdeacon,’ said the dean mildly. 4 Not a bishop an 

archdeacon.’ , . 

4 More of a boss than a dean, I suppose ? said Elsie. 

Now that is a difficult thing to decide. Even Sybil, deeply 
skilled in ecclesiastical precedence, could not have said, without 
explanation and many qualifying clauses, whether an archdeacon 

ranks before a dean. , . , 

4 Anyhow,’ said Elsie, 4 he’s more of a boss than a precentor. 

4 Oh, yes,’ said the dean. 4 Certainly.’ 

4 A precentor,’ said Sybil, 4 ranks among the minor canons. 
She spoke with chilling severity. She would not have spoken 
at all to this ill-mannered intruder if she had not been goaded 
into saying something by Elsie’s unpardonable ignorance ot 

clerical rank. . . . . 

Elsie, who had not noticed Sybil before, turned towards her 

and took a long look at her. 
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‘ And I expect,’ she said, 4 that you boss the lot. So that’s all 
right.’ 

^ 4 1 cannot understand,’ said Sybil, 4 how Redington came to 
admit you to this room.’ 

4 He didn't,’ said Elsie. 4 If Redington is your old pet of a 
butler he did his best to keep me out, but he couldn't. I just 
watched where he went and walked after him. I'm glad I did, 
for 1 want you all to help me. The dean will, I know; and I 
expect the deacon will too.’ 

4 Arch,’ said the dean. 4 Archdeacon. A deacon is quite a 
different thing.’ 

4 And you'll help me too,' said Elsie to’Sybil. 4 You look as if 
you don't want to, but that may be only dignity. I expect you'll 
be quite keen to help me when you know what I want.’ 

4 What do you want ? ’ said the archdeacon. 

4 1 want you to make your precentor give me back my tune,’ 
said Elsie. 4 He's got it. He must have, for I don't believe old 
Carson ever saw it. And Hodson hasn't got it. Binder told me 
that Hodson paid poor Ben hundreds for it—hundreds and 
hundreds—but Ben wouldn't give it up. He told me so himself. 
That's why I say that your precentor must have it.’ 

4 Your tune ! ' said the dean, who was beginning to feel con¬ 
fused. 4 But—but last time you came here you said you wanted 
some letters. 1 sent you to the precentor. Didn't he get them 
for you ? ’ 

4 I was taken in by that young man,’ said Elsie. 4 He pretended 
to be ever so pi and quite shocked that 1 ottered to kiss him, just 
as if nobody ever kissed a precentor before. Ridiculous, wasn't 
it?' 

She turned to Sybil, as if expecting support from her, almost as 
if the kissing of precentors were a thing which Sybil was sure to 
know all about. 

4 Really,' said Sybil, 4 this is outrageous ? I must insist. Arch¬ 
deacon, will you-' 

Oh, but 1 didn t do it,' said Elsie. 4 I wouldn't when he pre¬ 
tended to be innocent and shocked at the very idea. But I might 
hase known that he wasn t—not really. No young man could 
be. It wouldn't be natural, would it ? ’ 

Again she appealed to Sybil. But Sybil, though she had 
several things to say, could not manage to speak. She was so 
angry and so profoundly shocked that she lost all command of 
words—a thing which had never happened to her before. 

‘ I think,' said the dean feebly, 4 that if you’ll excuse me I’ll 

slip away to my study. I'm not feeling very well. Oh, nothing 
serious—just a little upset.’ 6 
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He rose and tottered towards the door. As he went he grasped 
for support the backs of such chairs as he could reach. There 
was no doubt that he was feeling ‘ a little upset Indeed the 
words were a very mild description of his condition. 

Sybil was upset too, and more than a little. So was the arch¬ 
deacon. But they were braver and more determined than the 
dean. Neither of them thought of running away from Elsie 

‘ The telephone,’ said the archdeacon. ‘ May I use your 

telephone, Miss Grosvenor ? ’ ,. 

‘ That’s right,’ said Elsie. ‘ Ring up the precentor, and tell him 
he’s jolly well got to give up that tune at once. He 11 do it or 
you, because you’re an archdeacon. He wouldn t do it tor me 
this afternoon though I spent hours and hours begging mm o. 
You ask him too.’ She turned to Sybil.. 4 He'll do it it you tell 

him to. You’re his fiancee, I suppose 
4 Certainly not,’ said Sybil. 4 The suggestion is outra f ™ s - 
She was years older than Dennis; but even it she had 
a more suitable age she would still have regarded as ou rageous 
a suggestion that she should marry one of the inferior c ergy. 

4 Oh, all right,’ said Elsie. 4 Don't get ratty. I only though 
you might be, because I could see you were furious when 1 talked 
about kissing him; but I didn’t, so you necdn t mind even it Ik 

. SybilJoncefmore too angry for words, pointed to the te ^P ho1 ^ 

• which was on the table in a corner of the room. The archdeacon 

took up the receiver. . ,.. 

‘ Give me the police station,’ said he; ’at once, please. I ve 

forgotten the number, but the call is urgent. 

‘ Did you say the police station ? ’ said Elsie. , 

4 Yes,’ said the archdeacon. 4 1 am summoning the police. 
‘Then I’m off,’ said Elsie. 4 I can't bear the police. ( 
could. I told that precentor of yours at the ve y ? 
wouldn’t have the police mixed up with my anairs. 

4 Is that the police station ? ’ The archdeacon s calMud gone 
through with remarkable swiftness. 4 I want Inspect’ Small 

ways; Yes, I want to speak to him. Out ? ^ ^ 

Then please send a man, or two men, to the y 

for me, won’t you ? When your silly old P° ,ce " 1en T C h 0 ™ n’t 

• them to arrest your precentor for stealing my ui t. y 

arrest me. I haven’t stolen anything.’ arrhdeacon 

She waved her hand gaily to Sybil. She pal 
on the back in a friendly way. Then she vanished. 
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. ‘ Mad ! ’ said the archdeacon. ‘ Quite mad ! ’ 

‘Vicious,’ said Sybil. ‘I’ve never come across a more 
abandoned woman.’ 

4 For her own sake,’ said the archdeacon, 4 she ought to be put 
under restraint.’ 

4 And I’m very much afraid,’ said Sybil, 4 that the precentor is 
as bad as she is.’ 

4 1 don’t think,’ said the archdeacon, 4 that he can have stolen 
—she said tune. Why should the precentor steal a tune ? She’s 
evidently suffering from a delusion.’ 

4 1 wasn’t thinking of the tune,’ said Sybil. 4 1 was thinking-’ 

But though a member of a committee for preserving social 
purity, Sybil was still a modest woman. She shrank from saying 
the word 4 kiss ’ out loud. Fortunately the archdeacon under¬ 
stood her. , 

4 But,’ he said, 4 she assured us that she didn’t.’ 

4 I’ve always been uncertain about the precentor,’ said Sybil. 
4 An erratic young man; not sufficiently conscious of the dignity 
of his office in the cathedral.’ 

4 In a country parish,’ said the archdeacon 4 a remote country 
parish—Mr. Dennis might do well enough.’ 

4 In a place like Fishpond Canonicorum,’ said Sybil, 4 yes, 
quite possibly. He would at all events be less noticeable than 
he is here.’ 

The parish of Fishpond Canonicorum is in the gift of the dean 
and chapter of Carminster. It was, just then, vacant, owing to the 
death of a very aged vicar. It is a small parish. It is a long way 
from anywhere, especially from Carminster. It does not matter 
to any one whether the vicar of Fishpond Canonicorum is con¬ 
scious of his dignity or not. Indeed, the vicars of such places 
have very little dignity to be conscious of. 

The archdeacon nodded. 

4 There will be a chapter meeting next week,’ he said, 4 to 
appoint a new vicar.’ 

Sybil nodded. 

In this way Sybil and the archdeacon arranged for the future of 

Dennis and for the cure of souls (about 200 of them) in Fishpond 

Canonicorum. Dennis was to have very little say in the matter. 

The parishioners of Fishpond Canonicorum were to have 
none. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 


IT was about half-past ten when Dennis and Inspector Smallways 
reached the cathedral. They entered through the south transept 
door, using Dennis’s key. 

Inspector Smallways carried a crowbar. Dennis had a screw¬ 
driver, a small hammer, one or two other tools, and an electric ' 
torch in his pockets. 

They closed the door behind them and stood for a while listen¬ 
ing intently for any sound. The great building was perfectly 
silent and very dark. Even Smallways, who was pitifully nervous, 
was satisfied at last that they were alone in the cathedral. His 
nervousness was excusable. It would have been very awkward for 
him if he were found breaking into an ancient tomb in a cathedral 
late at night. 

‘ Come on,’ said Dennis. 4 There nothing to be afraid of.’ 

He led the way along the south transept, through the screen, 
up the-choir to the shrine of Bishop Feda. He switched on his 
electric torch. The ray of light ran round the upper part of the 
bishop’s tomb. The stone lid fitted closely to the great coffin, 
but the line of junction was discernible enough. 

‘ Slip in the crowbar,’ said Dennis. 4 Gently, now, gently. 
We mustn’t chip the stone.’ 

Smallways was a careful man and deft when handling tools. 
He pushed in the sharp edge of the crowbar end. He pushed it 
farther and the lid stirred slightly. 

, ‘ Prize it up,’ said Dennis. 

The lid rose slowly. 

‘ Hold on,’ said Dennis. 4 It won’t do to let it slip off alto¬ 
gether. I’ll go round to the far side and steady it while you raise 
it until you are able to see in. Here, take the torch.’ 

Dennis, at the far side of the tomb, gripped the edge of the lid 
firmly, letting it rest on his hands and steadying it by pressing his 
chest against it. Smallways depressed the end of the crowbar 
With his right hand. The lid rose slowly. Smallways pushed the 
electric torch into the cavity, leaned forward, and peered into it. 
Save for some bones the tomb was empty ! 

‘There’s nothing in it,’ he said, and then added bitterly, I 
never thought there would be.’ 

‘ Nonsense ! ’ said Dennis. 4 The jewels must be there. 

‘Come and see for yourself, if you don’t believe me.’ 




The change of places and functions was a troublesome business 
and took some time; but in the end Dennis held the crowbar 
and the torch while SmaUways, at the far side, steadied- the 

lid. 

‘ Well,’ said SmaUways, 4 found the emeralds ? 

4 No,’ said Dennis. 4 But I say, SmaUways, there are a lot of 

bones-’ _ „ 

4 What does it matter about the bones ? ’ said SmaUways. 

4 Let's get out of this as quick as we can.’ 

4 All these bones can't possibly belong to the old bishop,' said 
Dennis. 4 No one could have so many, not even if he was a 
cardinal, and Feda wasn't that.’ 

He had raised the lid so high that he could thrust his head 
into the coffin. SmaUways had to exert his full strength 
to prevent the stone slab from slipping and crashing to the 
ground. 

4 Let down the lid at once,’ he said. 4 I can't hold it.’ 

4 But, 1 say, SmaUways,’ said Dennis. 4 this is almost better 
than finding the jewels. The bishop must have managed some¬ 
how to have that Chloe of his buried with him. What an old 
boy ! ’ 

4 1 can't hold on,’ said SmaUways, gasping. 

4 One minute,’ said Dennis. 4 If I could only make sure that 
there arc two skulls. Just think of what the archdeacon’s feelings 
will be when I tell him.’ 

But SmaUways’ next appeal for relief was to$ anguished to be 
ignored. Dennis, in spite of his anxiety to examine the bones, 
felt bound to let the lid slip into its place. 

4 And now,’ said SmaUways, 4 let's get out of this before 
anybody comes.’ 

Ten minutes later they were sitting together in Dennis's 
study. 

4 That,’ said SmaUways, 4 destroys our case against Hodson.’ 

4 1 don't really much mind if it does,’ said Dennis. 4 What I’m 
thinking of is the archdeacon, and how to make the most of this 
scandal about Chloe and the old bishop. The archdeacon does 
hate scandal of any sort so heartily.’ 

But SmaUways was totally uninterested in the morals of Bishop 
Fcda, and found no special pleasure in outraging the arch¬ 
deacon's feelings. 

4 1 believe he did it,' he said. 4 But what's the use of believing 
a thing if you can’t prove it ? ’ 

4 Of course he did it,' said Dennis, 4 and it ought not be to 

impossible to prove whether the bones belonged'to a man or 
woman. 4 
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‘ Oh, damn the bones ! ’ said Smallways. 4 What I want is the 
jewels, and they’re not to be found.’ 

* Does it matter so much about the jewels ?' said Dennis. 
‘You’ve got a fairly complete case against Hodson, haven't 
you ? ’ 

‘I’ve got no case at all,’ said Smallways; 4 no case that a 
lawyer couldn’t tear to flitters.’ 

4 The dean’s story,’ said Dennis. 4 That seems to me pretty 
strong evidence that Cresswood was murdered.’ 

4 It’s no evidence at all that Hodson murdered him.’ 

4 Hodson’s boy,’ said Dennis, 4 dropped that tune in the Song 
School. How did he get it if Hodson didn't give it to him, and 
how could Hodson have had it if he didn’t steal it from Cress- 


• wood ? ’ 

4 There’s no proof that the boy left it there. There's no proof 
that Hodson gave it to him. And now there’s no proof that the 
tune meant anything.’ 

4 Hang it all,’ said Dennis, 4 there is proof of that. I demon¬ 
strated that the thing was an ingenious cryptogram, giving the 
’ hiding-place of the jewels.’ 

4 If the jewels had been there,’ said Smallways, 4 you might 
have persuaded the jury to believe in the cryptogram. But they 


weren’t there.’ 

4 That does not alter the conclusiveness of my demonstration, 
said Dennis. 4 Hill hid the jewels in the old bishop’s tomb. 
What happened to them afterwards I don’t know,, but 1 expect 

that Hodson went and got them.’ 

4 Hodson didn’t,’ said Smallways. 4 I’ve had that man watched 
for the last four days, and he hasn’t been near the cathedral day 

or night. As for your demonstration, as you call it-’ 

‘ It is a demonstration.’ 

4 It may be. I think myself that it is. But how are we going to 
persuade a jury of it ? We can’t put Elsie Hill into the witness- 
box, or Binder. Even if we did no one would believe a word they 
said. The prison people won’t give themselves away. All we 
have to go on is a scrap of paper which might have come from 
anywhere. Fancy going into court with that C sharp theory of 

/vours ! 1 1 , 

‘ It was you who suggested the explanation of C sharp.’ 

4 Whoever suggested it, it’s no good. Even a judge would 

snigger at it.’ „ ,, . , 

4 What do you make of Hodson’s paying Cresswood s debts 

for him ? If he wasn’t trying to buy that tune from him why did 

he hand over all that money ? ’ 

4 Pure goodness of heart,’ said Smallways. 
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4 Goodness of heart! Hodson ! ’ . . . 

4 Oh, I don’t believe it,’ said Smallways. But it s what he 11 

say, and, what’s more, a jury will believe him ’ 

4 Oh, well,’ said Dennis, ‘ if you can t hang Hodson you can t. 
It’s a disappointment to you, but apparently it can t be helped. 
But it’s some consolation to think of the state of agonized fury 

the archdeacon will be in over Chloe s bones. 

‘I wish,’ said Smallways, ‘I knew where those damned 
emeralds are. Hodson didn't get them, that’s one comfort. I 
don’t believe Binder could. I don’t see how Elsie Hill could have 
managed it. The only thing certain is that they’re not in the 

tomb.’ . ' 

4 1 rather hope,’ said Dennis, * that Elsie has pulled it oft some¬ 
how. She's not a girl that I’d actually care to marry, but she 
seems to have more right to those jewels than any one else. 

4 The insurance company,’ said Smallways, 4 are the only people 
with any rights at all.’ 

In the end, to Smallways’ satisfaction, the insurance company 
got them. 


CHAPTER XXV 

Letter from T. Smallways , Inspector of Police , to the Rev. John 
Dennis, Vicar of Fishpond Canonicorum, dated October 9th 
1930. 

4 MY DEAR DENNIS, 

4 1 wonder if you hear any Carminster news nowadays. If not, 
it will interest you to know that Carson, the dean’s verger, died on 
Tuesday—a stroke, after matins in the cathedral. He was 
carried home, but never recovered consciousness. You remem¬ 
ber his wife, a tall, rather silent woman who lived with him, not 
much of a woman any way you take her, but, as it turned out, 
honest. She came to me yesterday and asked me to go round to 
Carson's house. She had been going over the old boy’s things 
and had opened a tin box, like a lawyer's deed-box, which he kept 
under his bed. It had been there, so she said, for over three 
years, and she'd never seen it open. Naturally enough she was a 
bit curious, and as soon as she got hold of the old man’s keys she 
opened it. It was that box, or rather the contents, which she 
wanted me to see. I went with her, opened the box, and found 
the Carminster emeralds. What do you think of that ? 

4 The insurance company is delighted, of course. I made a 
point of telling Hodson, and he’s in a state of black sulks, but it’s 
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really a very mild punishment, considering that he murdered 
Cresswood. I expect Binder and your pet Elsie are pretty furious 
too, but of course I haven’t seen them. Neither of them have 
shown up in Carminster since you left. 

4 1 wonder how Carson got them. He might have had a look 
at the tune in the Song School before you found it; but I doubt 
it. If his wife’s right, about the box being under his bed un¬ 
opened for the last three years, he must have had the jewels long 
befofe Hill wrote the cryptogram. Anyway, if he'd been using 
the tune he wouldn't have left it there for you to find. My own 
idea is that he’d all along kept a pretty close eye on Hill. It came 
out at the trial that he disliked the man and always resented his 
being made a verger. He may have had good reason to suspect that 
Hill hid the jewels somewhere in the cathedral. The old bishop's 
tomb was being moved at the time. Carson may have guessed 
that that was a likely hiding-place, or he may simply have gone 
on searching systematically till he found the things. It his wife's 
story is true he had them tucked away safe in that tin box of his 
for the last three years. What do you think about it ? 

4 Ever yours sincerely 

* T. Smallways ’ 

Telegram from the Rev. John Dennis, Vicar of Fishpond Canoni- 
corum to T. Smallways, Inspector of Police, Carminster. 

* Be sure to publish the facts. This scandal will be more than 
the archdeacon can stand. It ought to finish him off.’ 
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